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MY SPIRITUAL INDIA

INTRODUCTION

My Spiritual Indiaisanintimatediary of my outer and inner journey to Indiafrom September 21, 1998to
March 3, of 1999. | havefollowed aspiritual disciplinefromthetimel first met my Guru, Yogacharya
Mother Hamiltonin 1974. From her and booksl| read, | had heard storiesof the Spiritua Magtersof India
and of my Guru’sown experienceswhilethere. Oncel asked her, “Mother, | have been thinking about
travelingtoIndia?’ Shesmiled sweetly at meand said, “When your Guruisright here?” \Well of course,
| did not want or need to go anywherefor my spiritua adventure, it being right wherel was. All interest left
mefor such an adventure. Since January 31, 1991, when Mother |eft her body in mahasamadhi, my life
wasfull. | wasliving my sadhanat, my path to God, and teaching the Kriya Yogatradition and balanced
spiritud living asshe had taught me, right wherel was! 1t wastheyear proceeding my departurefor India
that aninner direction cameto mevery powerfully togo. Why go? It wasall dueto aninner prompting.

Togoonapilgrimage, | felt, wasnot to gowith theideaof what | wasto receive, but, in gratitudefor what
| had aready been given. My own Guru wasthedisciple of ParamhansaYogananda, one of the greatest
spiritual Mastersof this, or any, century. Mother often had thefeeling that M aster, as Yogananda, was
lovingly referred to by hisdisciples, wasso great that he could have been Christ comeagain. Paramhansa
Yogananda had cometo Americain 1920to live and teach theliberating message of Yoga. Thepractice
of Yogaleadstheaspirant to consciousunion with God, that al beneficent, dl loving, al powerful Presence
and solecreator of dl thatis. InIndiaitissaid, “Godisone, but hasmany names,” and may beknown by
Itsqualities. God-experienceisthe sum and substance of this path that came to me from these great
Masters. Itisfor theseteachingsthat | feel such great gratitude. Thesespiritual Mastersnot only paid the
pricefor their own redlization, but also madeit possiblefor al who have sincereinterest to have the means
to gainthisgreat state of God-experience.

My gratitude extends not only to my Guru and Param-Guru (my Guru’s Guru), but to thosewho madeit
possiblefor Master to be successful in America. For Yoganandawasthe recipient of thewisdom and
training of hisown Guru, Sri Yukteswar, and thelove and blessings of so many of thegreat saintsof India
of histime. A Guruisonewho comesastheteacher of the methods by which one can achievethegoa of
Godredlization. They arealsotheliving example of those teachings, in that they have achieved that
redizationthemselves. They aso serveasaliving link between that highest Consciousnessof God andthe
sadhaka, theaspirant. That is, through association with atrue Guru, an aspirant’s consciousnessis quick-
ened to enablethem to have some experiencein that supreme state of awareness. Gratitude comeseasily
and naturaly tomeingoingto Indiafor al | had received frommy Guru. A generouslineof teachersfrom
Babgji to Lahiri Mahasaya, to Swami Sri Yukteswar, to Paramhansa Yoganandaand to M other comesto
me, and al who follow thispath, even asthe Ganges comes down from the headwaters of theHima ayas.
It hasbeen said that Babaji, along with Jesus, isworking out the means of salvation for our times. May
their millennia planscometofruition.

In going on thispilgrimageto India, my gratitude not only extended to my line of Gurus, but to the many
saintsof Indiaof whoselives| had read about and who have hel ped inspire mein my own sadhana, my
gpiritual disciplineand path to God-Realization. Not theleast of thesewas Swami Ramdas. Thisgreat
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God-man had traveled to Americain 1954. After Yogananda s passing from the body in 1952, circum-
stancesoccurred in such away that M other felt she needed the hel p of aliving Master to go through those
experiences she would cometo speak of asthe mystical crucifixion. After meeting Papa, as Swami
Ramdaswaslovingly known, shefelt apowerful inward direction from God to answer hisinvitation that
sheand her hushband, Ralph, cometo seehiminIndia They soldtheir homeand all they had to makethis
highly unusual trip, especidly for thosetimes, to Anandashran? in the south of India.

| too found myself in the position of feeling theinward directionto goto India, and in particular, to see
Swami Satchidananda, Swami Ramdas' successor ashead Swami at Anandashram. It wasat thisashram
in 1958 that M other went through someterrificaly difficult experiencesthat propelled her toward her full
God-Redlization. Intruth, becoming established in full God-realization wasmy goal aswell. | felt that
having thedarshan®, the sight and blessings, of Swami Satchidanandaand other saints and sacred places
of Indiawould helpin achieving my god of complete God-Redlization.

Inmy own searchfor God, | have undergone tremendous experiencesthat have hel ped uplift mefromthe
human state of consciousnesstoward the Divine. However, thistransformation had not yet completed
itsdlf. Itissaid by somethat only twelvecompletely God-redized Mastersareon thisearth at any particu-
lar time. Whatever thetruth, it can be said that fully, or completely, redlized Mastersarerare. | haditin
mind to have nothing lessthan thiscompl eterealization and have cometo Indiaby inner directionfor the
purpose of achievingit. Wearetold thisredizationisour inheritanceand that if wedesireit beyond all
other thingsthenwewill haveit. Thethingisthis: desire nature doesnot die easily and aslong asany
residue of worldly attachment residesin the conscious or subconscious mind, it will continueto bean
obstacletotheredlization of our universal Self.

Inthe 1980's M other had given me permission to teach and to giveKriyainitiation. Shetold mewhen
Master had asked her to do the same she had not yet realized God fully. It wasby serving other soulsin
thisway that helped her in attaining her full realization. By aninner and outer commission | have served
other soulsby teaching themethodsof living aspiritud lifeasmy Guru had taught me, and by practicing my
sadhana. When Mother asked meto teach, she said, “teach by using your own experience.” Thisdid not
come naturally to me, as| am a private person by nature. Not only that, but the nature of spiritual
experiencesrepresentsthe most sacred and intimate part of me. Up until thetimewhen | begantoteach,
| had not discussed my inner experienceswith anyone outside of my Guru. Talking of my inmost experi-
encesto other aspirantswasan act of total surrender to my Guru.

What followsare my writingsthat speak to these experiencesduring my pilgrimagetoIndia. Itisarecord
of my strugglesand timesof up-liftment. Thisisadiscussonwithmysdf that isfrank and salf-revelatory in
nature. | dothisin humble submissionto my Guruaspart of my ministry, service, to other seekers. | find
most of usfed adonein our strugglein gaining self-mastery of our desirenature of fear, anger, lust, greed or
any of their “family” of kindred spiritsof darkened consciousness. However, humanity not only sharesa
lower human nature, but aDivineoneaswell. Both areapart of thenarrativeand | havelet it stand asit
is. My greatest desireisthat you, thereader, gain value and edification in your own path to God and find
inspirationtofulfill your own quest for redlizingWho and What youtruly are: Divine God-Beings; nay, God
Itsdlf.

Reverend YogacharyaDavid R. Hickenbottom
December 3, 1999
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1 INDIA DIARY
September 21 - December 4, 1998

September 21, 1998

PacificOcean: TheStart

Flying 30,000 feet abovethePecific, Phyllis' and | areheaded to India, land of my “spiritud fathers” The
weeksleading up to thisday have been difficult. | have had thefeeling of alead blanket on my heart, an
unknown source of pressure from above and behind the center of my chest, aswell asthe solar plexus
feding afluttering sensation. | have aso had intense kundalini heat and paininthespineand head. This,
combinedwith daily withdrawa of thelifeforcefrom voluntary motion of thebody, havemadeit difficult to
operateintheworld, muchlessto preparefor atrip of thismagnitude! However, stronger than these
difficulties hasbeen my faith that Divine Consciousnessisin strict charge of thistrip and my lifeand
thereforel amlooked after perfectly. Evenwhenthe pressureinthe solar plexusfeelsabit likethewind
getting punched out of me, and my lifeforcewithit, | know that itis God that movesthrough mefor my
highest good.

| find that | cannot antici pate anything of thistrip. | amasasmall childled step by step. | had hopedtobe
moreorganized in preparingto go. Dueto theseinner experiences| founditimpaossibleto managemy own
affairs. Fortunately God hasseentoit to send help through many hands. A year beforemy leaving, | was
talking to Peter Shultz about thetripto India. He stood with handsin hispocketsand suddenly produced
acrisptenrupeenote. Handingittomehesaid, “Here, thisisfor your trip.” Asl took the notein some
surprise, | had never seen such anote before, he continued, “ | have never beento Indiabefore, and | have
never seen Indian money before. Infact, | havenoideawherethat notel just gaveyou camefrom!” | felt
this“miraclemoney” was sweet assurance by thegreat Provider that all would beprovided. Infact, Peter
and Lauragaveagenerousgift ontheeveof my going. PhyllisVictory had paid for my planeticket, and my
parents sent money for avideo camera. CarlaGold hashel ped by taking care of my businessaffairswhile
| am gone, and Pam Banksassisted in my preparationsto go. Larry and CateKoler, Al and Elaine Cone
and so many sincere and dedi cated soulsal have madethi strip possi blethrough contributionsand heartfelt
goodwishes. My heart fillswith gratitudeat al that God hasdoneto work Hiswill through somany. | fed
God andthe Masters' will beingworked inmy life. | anagrateful lump of clay being moldedintheir
hands.

God hasthrilled mewith ever new joy and bliss. | feel asif | am cocooned in Hishands. Onceagain,
perhaps continuoudly, God fillsmewith gratitude.

Om Sri Ram Jai Ram Sri Sri Ram!
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Sept. 21 Richard Wright

Ontheway to Vancouver last night, God showed me something very interesting. When Richard Wright
went to Indiawith Master, and later |eft Master’ swork to get married, Master, in-as-much, cut Richard
off! Why? God inwardly revedled to methereason, at atimel had not been thinking of thissituationat al.
By Richard being in closeworking relationship with Master, hewasin acruciblethat wasmolding his
human natureto aDivineone. The pressureand strain of this cruciblewas hel ping Richard toward his
God-Realization at an accelerated rate. Leaving the crucible of thework was, for Richard, bound to
retard hisprogress. To punctuatethisin Richard’ s consciousness, Master cut himoff. Thisactionwas,
ultimately, for Richard shighest good. Thisspontaneousintuition explained somethingto methat | had felt
troubled by before. Oneof God'sinscrutableways of showing meinner Truths.

Sept. 24 Delhi

Arrived from Singaporelast night. Neelu, (tour guidefor Bill Marionsgroup) met usat theairport with
transportation, thanksto Bill’sconnection and whose tour group weflew with from Vancouver. Wedrove
tothe YWCA asit pouredrain, traffic wasvery heavy, our driver proved to beskillful. | soonlearned a
honk on thehorn means“moveover” tothevehicleinfront, or “I’m coming by you”. Hornsareaways
honking; not angry, but informative. Lightsand windshieldwipersareused sparingly, oftentimesbeing
turned off despiteit being night timeand pouringrain. The*Y” did not have our reservationsrecorded and
they werefull. Just beforemidnight all wereableto get roomsbut me. | wasasked towait ten minutesand
at midnight they rel eased areserved room. | amtaken care of in such wonderful ways.

Infinite M aster, you take away with one hand and givewith another! Who can gainsay
Your ways?
OLord, You have such awonderful play.

Breakfast camewiththeroom, $15.00/night. Theroom hasalarge ceiling fan, no air conditioning was
really needed, dept well. Airiswarmand humid. Fortunately therain had broken the extreme hest of the
week before.

ORan?, how sweetly you look after your tender-footed children.

Went totrain stationto activate Indrail tickets. “Touts’ arethereto cheat theunwary traveler by directing
them acrossthe street to their storefront wherethey sell bogustickets. They are quiteinsistent, but we
werewarned by the*Lonely Planet” book. Thenwewent to lunch at thelmperia Hotel, had some of the
best dahl ever. Back out to airport toretrieve Phyllis' luggageforgotten the night before. My mind has
been functioning well. That’sgood because Phyllis mind hasbeen alittle absent. Had vegetarian plate
hereatthe*Y” for dinner. Plenty of good food for lessthan a$1.00 American! Will leavefor Haridwar
intheearly A.M.

| havenot yet got afix onany spiritua feeling hereinIndia. Godispresent, | sseHiminal, but thatismy
normal statethesedays. That comesin the strength of my own redlization. | have aso wanted to experi-
encethe power and beauty of spiritual India, coming from the people and places of this sacred land of
yogis. Othershavedescribed feding aspiritua vibration when disembarking fromtheplane. Yet, for me,
no discernable spiritual feeling. Peopleheredo not smile, and of coursethereisthe poverty. Yetthereis
agentlenessabout the Indians, even themore aggressve panhandlers. Buildingsindecay: pity! Haveseen
somesterling souls, Nedlu, Vini, who have he ped with travel arrangementshereat the™Y” and thewoman



hel pingwiththelost luggageat SingaporeAirlines. None, however have been overtly spiritual. It seemsl
am keento encounter spiritual Indiaassoonaspossible. | havehad to goinside conscioudy at timesnot
to get overwhelmed by sensory stimuli. Well, tomorrow, to holy Haridwar.

Lord, | amsureYouwill reved to mewhy You have brought mehere. Of course, Youare
my Supreme Tour Director.

Sept. 25 Delhi

5:00A .M. —sditting on verandah—giant palm in front—crickets and morning birds singing their psalm of
praise-gently drifting through the air—coming from nowhere and everywhere-men'schanting fromanearby
Sikh Temple. Longing prayers-the sound of the universal heart. Isthisanswer to my pleaof last night?
Here, in predawn quiet isapieceof devotiona India.

O Lord, how sweset thismoment—beforethe horns and traffic there beatsaqui eter move-
ment.

Sept. 25 -cont-

—ditting by the Gangesin Haridwar. Traintripfrom Delhi wasall | had ever pictured. After boarding the
train we had breakfast: tea, spicy vegetablesfried in batter, white bread, butter and jam, then juice
afterwards. Train gently swayed, scenery changed from brick buildingsin various states of disrepair to
sugar caneand rice paddy fields. Aswejourneyed further from Delhi people started to smile, laugh, so
very littleof that in Delhi. Haridwar found uswith one night’saccommodation at the Tourist Bungal ow
only, tomorrow itiscompletely filled up.

O Ram, how sweet andloving You areto us. Oneday later in our arrival and therewould
have been no accommodations. You are morekind than amother to her children.

| continueto look for spiritual India. Phyllisand | took amotorized rickshaw looking for ochre shawls.
Did not find them, but had araucoustour-de-force sight seeing trip. Therickshaw driver took usto every
nook and cranny, including atempleof Krishnaand Rama. The statued imageshad mirrorsonthreesides.
When youlooked to theleft or theright it appeared theimageswerereplicated unendingly through the
oppositefacing mirrors. But, even here, inholy Haridwar, | do not find mysticIndia. Am1 too anxiousfor
it? InSingaporel vistedaModemMosque. Atfirstit madenoimpression. But as| becameinwardly
quiet, theinner charm of the place grew. Perhaps| will need to beinwardly quiet with Indiafor her to
reveal her deeper secretstome? Perhaps. Inany casel know God will forgivemefor my impatience. He
has seen after uswith suchloving care. Even now He movesthrough mewhilesitting next to Hissacred
Ganges.

Om.

Sept. 27 Haridwar, 5:00A.M.

So much happened yesterday! | awoke early inthe morning and sat by the Ganges. Many middleclass
peoplewereupwalking and jogging whenit wasstill mostly dark outside. A nicelooking young mancame
near and asked permissionto sit. Heasked if | liked the Ganges. | saidyes. (I had in mind the sacred
meeting Christine had had two years ago with the man whotold her of thelocation of Lahiri Mahasaya's
Samadhi). Hesaid hewalked the Gangesevery morning and night. Then heasked what | thought about
theaffair between President Clinton and MonicaLewinski! | said | thought it wasshameful. Hesaid he
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didn’t know what the problem was, everyone had affairs before and after marriage. Thisconversation
only added to thefeeling of disappoi ntment about finding spiritua India. Wediscussed thisfor sometime.
Heleft and Phyllisjoined me. Wewalked downthe Gangesso | could get apicture of the Red Templeat
sunrise. A sadhu? asked, “with heartfelt thanks,” for usto join him on hisblanket. The sadhutold ushe
had been on that spot for fifteen years. Then he”gave’ us some blessed rudrakshabeads, then asked for
250 rupeeseach, over tentimesthegoing rate! Hewas nothing but amerchant in orange clothes. We
declined, and on theway back bought someflowerswithawaxedwick ina“boat” of leaves. Lightingthe
candlel sat thedevotiond offeringinthe Gangessaying aprayer:

O Babaji, intheform of Mother Ganges, pleaselead meto see Spiritual India

When wereturned to the hotel Neelu met us on the stairsand offered to take usto Lahiri Mahasaya's
Samadhi” site. |, of course, said yes. We arrived to find agroup meditating in front of the great Master’s
shrine. They werecd ebrating themahasamadhi® day (day of hisdeath) of Lahiri Mahasaya, the specianess
of theday being quite unknown to usbeforeour arrival! Wequietly joined themintheir meditation while
facing the shrinethat held the sacred ashes brought from thefuneral pyre of Lahiri Mahasayaby Swami
Keshabananda. The sun shonein our faceswhile on that rooftop, my gjna, third eye point, burned and
gratitudefilled my heart. The meditation ended with thefamiliar melodious Aum, Aum, Aum. Weall
bowed before the picture of Lahiri Mahasaya. B. K. Anand(a), the leader of the group, from Y SS°
(Yogoda Satsanga Society) in Delhi, turned instant host and we video taped him showing usthearea. We
then heard somewonderful storiesof marvel ous eventsrelating to the ashram wherewe stood.

Among those storieswas oneregarding the banyan treewherewe sat. 1t had been the place of meditation
of Swami Keshabananda, and, indeed, therewasawonderful vibration wherewesat. Also, therewasa
rudrakshatree on the ashram premi seswhich was said to have been planted by Babgji himself. Wewere
told thisisespecially extraordinary becausethistree, that producesthe rudrakshabeads used by yogis,
growsonly at higher dtitudes. Inaddition, itissaid thedeathlessBabgji, guru of Lahiri Mahasaya, contin-
uestovigtthisashramat least onceayear. Wewereintroduced to the security guard of the nearby dam,
Sri Vijender Kumar Tyagi, who had seen Babaji at the ashram in March of thisvery year during the
Kumbhamda®, being held nearby on the banks of the Ganges.

Sri Tyagi told us, through atrandator, that while sitting in hisguard booth next to the ashram, hefelta
spiritual forcehit himvery strongly for about aminute. After it subsided, he sat wondering at the source of
thispowerful influence. Againhefdtthisforce, andthistimeit drew him magneticaly aong thepath from
hisguard booth to thefront gate of theashram. There he saw the source of thisspiritual magnetisminthe
form of aman standingin front of the gatea ong with twowomen. Herecognized theman from the picture
of the Autobiography of A Yogi asthat to be Babaji, guru of Lahiri Mahasaya. Theintuitive conviction
cameover himthat thiswasthegreat yogi Babaji and one of thewomen Matgji, said to bethe sister of

Babgii.

Overjoyed by thevisit Sri Tyagi escorted the threesome about the grounds of the ashram. Secretly Mr.
Tyagi held somehurt regarding Babgji. Previousto thismeeting Mr. Tyagi had prayed to Babgji for dowry
money for hisdaughter, sincehehad none. Babgji had appearedtohiminvisonand assured himall would
betaken careof. Later that night Sri Tyagi found al the rupees needed for the marriage under hispillow.
Out of love, Mr. Tyagi prayed ardently that Babaji cometo thewedding. Later, when hedid not see
Babaji at thewedding Mr. Tyagi felt hurt. During Babgji’sblessed visit to Keshashram, Sri Tyagi asked
Babaji why he had not attended hisdaughter’ swedding. Babaji then went on to describe details of the



wedding that proved to Sri Tyagi that Babaji had indeed beenthere, in spiritif notin body. Thisremoved
thehurt Sri Tyagi had felt. They walked the grounds of the ashram, and as Babaji and company prepared
to gothey got into awaiting car, awhiteMaruti* . Asthe doors of the car closed, Tyagi felt remorse he
had not bowed at thefeet of Babgji. The door of the car opened back up and out came Babaji’sfeet,
dlowing Si Tyagi hisdarshan?. Asthedoor closed again, Sri Tyagi’s attention was distracted away from
the car for amoment. When he turned back to where the car had been, the car and its occupants had
disappeared! Based on my feeling toward this devotee of God, hisveracity was not in doubt. Such
blessingscomefor not Sri Tyagi aone, but for all thosewho hear of thisblessed event.

Ra Kumar, ajoyful Ram, then told of an English Colonel who, many years ago, wanted the ashram
property for constructing awatch tower for anearby dam. The Colonel took Swami Keshabananda,
devoteeof Lahiri Mahasayaand builder of thisashram, to court in London. Swami Keshabananda, then
livinginIndia, bodily materidized inthecourt roomand petitioned for afifteen day delay. Fifteendayslater
incourt heagain materialized hisbody in the courtroom. Because of that miraclethe Colond redlized he
was not dealing with an ordinary person. Thelegal proceedingsto take the property were stopped.

Thedevoteeswemet wereadl loveand serviceto us. The head swami of Keshashramisnot associated
withtheKriyalineage, but has continued to display the pictures of the masters, Babaji, Lahiri Mahasaya,
and Keshabananda. Also, astatue of K eshabanandagracesthe grounds.

Owhat sweet bliss, what swift answersto aheartfelt prayer!

That day Raj Kumar saw to it that we got another hotel, asthe onewewere at did not have any openings
for thiscoming night. He put me on the back of hisscooter, and we raced off in search of ahotel. We
found onewith openingsthat would al so accept Westerners. Anand kindly informed us of many Indian
customs, many of whichwewereunaware. Hewasemphatic wetdll hotel clerksand otherswemet onthe
trip that Phyllisand | traveled as Guru Bhai and Guru Bhien, spiritual brother and sister. Inaddition, |
should be sure to stay in aroom next to Phyllis's as a show of protection. InIndia, hesaid, it isnot
customary for unmarried men and womentotravel together. Hewould not eventravel with hisown sister
ashisonly traveling companion. Anxiousnot to bring any dishonor on Mother or thework wedid for her,
wewere sureto announcewetraveled asspiritual brother and sister and not invite any wrong assumptions
or criticism. Wewereinvited back to Keshashram later that afternoon at 4:00 to meet Anand and Rgj
Kumar.

Wetook a3 wheeler, provided by God in responseto Anand’s prayer, according to Anand, and went
acrossthewide Gangesto aleper colony. Therewemet an amazing young devotee of Yoganandgji. This
devotee, Ashish, has started aschool, the DivyaPrem SevaMission, for the children of lepers. Even
though these children are not afflicted with thisdreaded disease, the schoolsintown do not alow themto
attend. Along with the school, consisting of threelargethatched roof hutsbuilt by local people, thereisa
medica dispensary for lepers. Whenwearrived the childrenwere standingin neat rowssinging devotiona
songs. Wevisited a100 year old sivami who blessesthe school by living in the compound. Heisabright
luminary engrossadinthechantingof RamNam®*. We paid our respectsto him with bananas and pranams*,
and moved ontothe hut that servesasthetemple. More bananas, brought for the occasion, with pranams,
all presented to the atar containing picturesof our lineage up to Master, dong with Ramaand Shiva

Trampoline-type coucheswere set up outdoors and teawas served. Ashishsaidit wasBabgji, Lahiri
Mahasayaand Master who inspired himto start the school and medical treatment for theleper colony.
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Individua Y SSmembershel p support it with severa thousand rupeesevery year. Itisal privatdy funded.
Aswe spoke of God, Master and the good work being done here, the setting sun illuminated pointed
spiresof nearby templeshidden amongst thetrees. Then the darkened sky revea ed hidden starsshining
brightly overhead. The peace and pure aurawere pervasive and permeated my soul. Oh, what gratitude
welledinmy heart! | gavewhat rupees| had to Ashishandlater | sent somethings| thought they might find
useful. A bicyclerickshaw was“waiting” for us, arranged by Master, out inthat remotearea. Acrossthe
long bridge over the Ganges, crescent moon lighting the sky, sweet smdll of burning dung hangingintheair.
Thebeauty of ancient Indiaseemed to light our way back.

Just back to the hotel, and aknock at thedoor. A 4" year student of Ayurvedafrom the meditation group
had stopped by wanting to know more about practicing medicinein U.S. Wetook himto hisfavorite
restaurant, just acrossfrom hisuniversity building. An eatery for sudentsand local people, we attracted
not just afew stares. Thefood wasvery good. We also stopped in at atemple, attracted by theloud
sound of ringing bellsand blowing conch shells. Theblatant cacophony over, abright looking renunciant
with salt and pepper colored beard and hair, round belly, wrapped in ochredhoti®®, came over totalk. He
had been abusi nessman for many yearsand had |eft everything in hisson’shandsin renunciation of worldly
pursuits. Now helivesat thetemple. Heglowed. Heproudly spoke of adaughter in St. Louis, U.SA.,
whom hehad visited last year. Ontothe Gangesand astar-lit talk of Ayruvedawith our young student
friend, but my heart waswith God.

O Lord, what gratitudefillsmy heart at such sweet blessings.

Thismorning | start another day, another adventure. 1 now hear temple bellscompletewith blowing conch
shells, beating drumsand loud chanting. Thesoundsof themateria world begin to compete now withhorn
tootsand some stirring voices and sounds of others.

May Your namebeblessed aboveal others. Om Sri Ram Jai Ram.

Sept. 27 11:00 P.M.

Quiteafull day, filled with devotees, love and kindnesses. Meditated under thebanyantreeat Keshashram
- quite peaceful. Onto Dr. Bhagat'shomefor satsang’® with Y SS devotees. Many devoted souls, had
opportunity to video some of the proceedingsand people. They honored me by asking meto read from
Man's Eternal Quest for their service. The power of God flowed during the reading and several cameup
totell mewhat aredizedyogi | was. Imagine, thisWesterner, God'syoungest child, getting praisesuch as
thiss Wonderful musicfrom Sri Chakravarty Vijay of Aurobindo Ashram. Thishumblesaint, who seemed
to not touch thefloor when hewalked. Hegracioudy invited usto hisAurobindo Ashram, near Varanasal
whenwetravel tothat area. (1 regret to say that we were unableto do that.)

Giftsweregivento usfrom Rg Kumar: picturesof Lahiri Mahasayaand Babgji, acandlefrom Dr. Bhagat's
family (eventually left at Babgji’scave), an Autobiography of a Yogi from the security guard, Sri Tyagi
(who had met with Babaji), and apicture of Babaji (black and white) from Anandgji. Dueto lateness of
the day Dr. Bhagat gave ushiscar and driver for visiting temples, such asAnandaMoyi Mast’ samadhi,
andfor thetrip to Rishikesh. Anand and Rgj Kumar gracioudly accompanied usasour guides. Wegot a
hotel, visited aKriya'YogaAshram and met two bright Swamiswith beautiful spiritua eyes. One'sname
isSwami PuruanandaGiri, who isadisciple of Swami SadanandaGiri, whowasadiscipleof Master’s.
Theother Swami practiced repetition of Ram Nam. Whilevigting theselovely souls, onesaid through our



trandator, Anand, “ You must havedonealot of spiritua sadhanain past livesin order to chant Ram Nam
and practice spiritua sadhana, especially being all theway fromwhereyoulive (in America).”
Latedinner, and now | amwriting. Phyllissaid each day seemslikeamonth of experience, and | com-
pletely agree. Anand said herarely talks these days and does not usually visit devotees. But he has
extended himsdlf completely tous. Thisevening God showed HisLight through meto Anand whilewesat
at dinner. | have cometo Indiaasaseeker, not onewho teachesor even displaystheLight for all to see.
But, it seems, in some cases, God seesfit that thisLight shinein profusion. Ashelooked at mel held his
gaze, God radiating through meand findly helooked down. Hethen commented, “You know everything.”
Beforethat moment hehad beenintheroleof the“teacher.” | say this, because, likeachild, | findital so
interesting.

Ja Guru.

Sept. 29 6:00 A.M.

Rishikesh, ontheother sdeof theriver. Thesound of theriver Gangaflowingin somerapidsand prayers
coming over aloud speaker from acrosstheriver. | dept onthe 2™ story porch because of the heat and
humidity madetheroom oppressive. Thebody isgetting more adjusted to the heat and humidity, but this
body isneeding recharging. Theheat, thennoiseand pollution of traffic, demandsby beggarsand constant
bargaining for every serviceand good isastrain. Itisgoodto rest herefor now.

A wonderful thought, arealization, cameto metheother day after anincident. Anand asked if wecould
forgive aswami who had done an inappropriate action. Wesaid “ Yes, of course.” Later at Professor
Bhagat’shome, during meditation, thethought cameto methat all of lifeislikeariver, constantly flowing,
constantly flowing. Itishuge, mysteriousand sacred. When we choose not to forgive and to hang onto
thepast, weinhibit theflow of theriver of lifewithin. We deny thefreedom of constant changewhenwe
hold ontothepast. Theriver Gangesnow remindsmeof that redization. Like so many timesintryingto
relate someinner redlizations, they seemflat to meas| writethem down. But that isthe essenceof it.

Dewali isa10day celebration of Lights, Ramaovercoming ademon of darkness. Today istheend of this
holy timethat hasencompassed our entirestay inIndia. Rgf Kumar tellsusthisisavery blessedtimetobe
inindia

Oct. 2 Dwar ahat

Twenty-sx hoursstraight of busand jegp travel from Rishikeshto Dwarahat. Pilgrimagesarethosetimes
that try humans souls. Atleast thistriptried ours. Wetraveled ondirty, noisy buses, had insect bitesfrom
head to toe (from who knowswhat), were riding for hours perched on aseat only half supported, or
crammed between two other people on seat built for two at most, not thethree or four aswewere. Itis
hot, humid, and traffic was stopped because of aholiday (10" day of Dewdli). All that contrasted withthe
lovely time spent in Haridwar with devoteesand their love of Magter; the selflessservice of Rgy Kumar; the
hospitality of Anand; thecam presenceof Sri Tyagi; and thesmilesand sharing of food with fellow pilgrim
souls. But, asaways, themoreimportant part, istheinner journey. Inspiteof, or perhapsbecause of, the
difficult outward conditionsthesilent, constant chanting of Jai Guru, Ja Ram and the affirmation that “all
happensby thedesign of God” never leavesthemind. Thisinner attunement sustainseven themost travel
weary soul. Phyllisthought how wonderful it would beto stay inathree or four star hotel in Raniket, but
all werefull. That ledtoaJeeprideto here, Dwarahat, by twolovely souls. Stopped for scenic moments,
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andfindly arrived at the Y SS Ashram. The head ashram swami is Swami Nityananda. Oh, the peace, the
feeling of God! Better than any fivestar hotel by far!

T.K. Aurora®, just arrived from the Punjab with agroup including family and friends. They told of the
tragic circumstancesin which their homesin Kashmir werelooted one night by separati stsand then burned
to theground the next night. They moved their familiesfrom Kashmir and have made new homesfor
themsealves. T.K. Aurorahasbeento thisashram before, and isnow bringing friendsand family for the
blessingsof thisashram. One of the party aso told methat two yearsprevious, whileat thisashram, hehad
avision of Swami Nityanandainthethird eyepoint. It confirmed for himthat Swami Nityanandahad
attained the spiritual perfection of Master. Hewent onto say that | am thefirst person to whom he has
related thisvision, hehad not eventold hiswife!

OLord, what blessngsyou heap onthishead! Will my heart hold al this? Only timewill
tell.

Swami Nityanandahasabeautiful spiritua lightin hisfaceand hiseyes. Hetold mesomeof hislife sstory.
Herefused to be video taped at this point, he does not want to “propagate” himself. Interested inthe
spiritua from ayoung age, hebecameaVaishnavite'. Some of those followers can be bound by ortho-
doxy asbedlieversinKrishna?®. After joining an order heresided in arun downtemple. They asked him
to goto the Kumbamelato dowork there. All hewanted to do was chant and did not feel to submit to
their request. Hewanted only to chant Sri Krishna’'sname. So heended up leaving their order. Reading
the Autobiography of A Yogi, hislifewas changed. He had heard of the book before, but it was out of
printinIndiawhen hefirst heard of it. Finally finding the book, he found the Autobiography of A Yogi
widened hisfocus. It turned out the yogateacher who gaveit to Swamiji had had it loaned to him by a
Westerner. Theteacher had not read it himself, but acted asaconduit. The Westerner found out from the
teacher that Swamiji had read it in about amonth. The Westerner spent somedayswith Swamiji. Swamiji
was disappointed to find out only Westerners carried on theleadership of thistradition. The\Westerner
signed Swamiji up for thelessons, but Swamiji refused. The Westerner said Swamiji was under no
obligationto read them, then Swamiji agreed.

Beforereceving thelessons Swamiji assumed he heard most of what wasinthem, thinking heknew it all.
Hegot 8lessonsand read themal immediately. Hewasimpressed how they werelaid out and what they
contained. Thenheheard, after 17 months of getting lessons, that DayaMata, current president of Self
Redlization Fellowship/ Y SS, wascomingtoIndia. After meeting her, having read the Autobiography of
AYogi and thelessons, herealized he had never before been so happy. Hedecided tofollow thispath. He
has been the ashram swami for 22 years, theashrambeing builtinthelate 1970's. Swami Nityananda
hasagentlemein, alaugh that comesfrom someplace deepinthebely, bright skinand bright eyes. | think
heiswonderful. Perhapsinthenext few days| can get him on videotape.

WEell, thisbody isfatigued. 1¥2hoursdeepinthelast 2daysanddl thetravel. | amglad Ramgot ushere
today, although | wasdisappointed at first not finding ahotel thismorning. Right outsidemy window isa
flowering bush called the Night Queen. It bloomsand smdlsonly at night and hasapowerfully perfumed
fragrance. Itiswafting her fragrancetoward menow. Snakestoo are enchanted and will wind themsalves
around her trunk, intoxicated with her perfumed presence.

Om Shanti#



October 3

Theother day Raj Kumar introduced measa*“ great yogi”. Why hesaid thisl do not know. | certainly
donot fed thisway. | dofed likeasmall child, being led by God with agreat and overwhelming desire
to have my onenesswith God. That is, to havethat certain knowledge of my direct link with God,
without flaw, without amisstep, livinginthat Presenceat al times. Itisall dueto God'sGrace, even my
desirefor Himisby God and Guru’s Grace. Who could say anything different? From the beginning,
what has propelled me on this path has been aforce beyond me. The Swami at the KriyaAshramin
Rishikesh, who chanted God'sname, said | must have had good samskaras, (past lifetendencies), tobe
drawnto chanting Sri Ram. Swami Nityanandasaid Master wrote that many soulsfromthe East are
now being bornintheWest, aswell asfrom theWest to the East. Perhapsthisexplainsthisattraction so
many soulsin theWest have had for Eastern teachings? Thosewho have had those past livesin India
and the East recognize and know thetruthwhenthey hear it. Oh, so many mysteriesinlife, how shall we
know unless God revea sthem to us?

Aum Shanti!

Oct. 3 -cont-
Swami Nityanandaspoketo Phyllis, and two other devotees, ayoung couple- heorigindly from America
and shefrom Switzerland. He seemed to speak mostly to the couple. Hismain pointsincluded:

Lifeisfilled with pain and death
The soul continuesto incarnate

The world is made up of thought
Spiritual progressrequireseffort

| felt thevibration of hisvoiceresonating in my heart center, | had thisexperiencethe day beforewith
him. | felt uplifted, barely ableto keep my eyesopen. He said afterward tome, “1 enjoy you being
here.” Why hesaidthis, | don’t know? | believethereare sometruthsheisholding back. | don’t know
if hewill say. Hehasaficklenature, or perhapshehasother considerations. Hehassaid | may not take
video onthesegroundsor videotape him, that may beagestureof hishumility. But, heasotook aletter
he sent to mein Americaandisnow reluctant to giveit back, saying, “What do you needit for now, it has
servedit’spurpose.” Hedid say, with othersin theroom, he wanted to give me an Indian stamp with
Master’spictureonit. Hetakeswith one hand and giveswith another. Suchisthe mystery of God's
Lila?, Hisplay. Perhaps, thethought just came, heistesting my ego nature. Yes, that hasafittoit. Well,
thegameisafoot!

Story from Swami Nityananda: A Preacher and ataxi cab driver died onthe same day and both went to
heaven. Thetaxi cab driver had aplaceway ahead of the preacher inthelinegetting into heaven. The
preacher noticing thiscomplained to oneof theangels. Hesaid, “ All thoseyears| preached theword of
God, and now, now that | stand before this gate, this cab driver isway ahead of me. Whereisthe
farnessinthis?” Theangel answered camly, “ Thefactsaresmply this: often when you preached of
God, many dept. Whenthisman drovehiscab, everyone prayed!”

| wanted to make anote of Mr. Tiagy, the security guard who saw Babagji. | stood next to him, and felt
hewas an extraordinary man. Therewasno doubt about thefact he had integrity.
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Oct. 3- cont-

| sat ontherooftop, just short of afull moon lit the clear skied night. The evening started at 5:30 when
Swamiji rang the hand held bell and performed an arati, waving aburning lamp and then a sacred broom
beforethealtar of Krishnaand Radha. Hethen led usin energization exercises outdoors. WWemovedto
the meditation hall where he a so performed arati and waving the sacred broomin front of the pictures of
our lineage of Masters, played theharmonium and led usin Master’ schants, then meditation until 7:00. A
light dinner, soup and chapati, water, and papayachutney (spicy). The boy who worksat the ashram
literally ranto themeditation hall after the meal to play the harmonium and sing chants. | joined himwith
concurrent emotional fervor. Thenuptotherooftop inthefull moon. Tearswelled up, thoughtsof how |
havelet God down cameto me, Sincere sorrinessin my heart, humbleness.

OLord, I amnothing. Grace comesto theundeserving. PleaseLord, let it cometo me.

| yearn to see You, know Your constant Presence. Cometo me! Make me Your very

own.
Inthisway | spoketo God. Perhapsthe Masterswill not listen, | am too beneath their concern. But |
know the eternal God, my constant friend and companion, even when | do not measure up, isthere
comforting mein my great need for Himaone.

OBabgji, tomorrow wego for darshan of the placewhereyouinitiated L ahiri Mahasaya.
| have purged with fever in Rishikesh, now tearsontherooftop. | know | amundeserving
of Your Grace, but pleaseknow | want tolove and serve You with everythingin my heart.

Jai Guruisconstantly inmy heart and mind.

Oct.4YSSAshram

Up early thismorning. Swamiji wasdoing energization exercisesinthe pre-dawn night, barely saw himas
all wasblack. Up ontherooftop. Lost in meditation. Suddenly, asif on cuetherewasan explosion of
sound: crickets, the coo-coos, chirpsand songsof birds. | opened my eyesand saw light had come. Then
smoke swirled over the second story flat roof of the ashram building. Voices camefloating up with the
smokefrombelow. The Punjab group, Auroraanother man and two boyswere heating water. Itisdone
inawood heated stovethat water ispoured into, heated, then comesout aspout boiling hotintoapail. A
smplebeginning to theday of our visit to Babgji’scave.

Oct.4Y SSAshram -cont-

Well, we madethe Himaayan cavewhere, itissaid, Babgji initiated Lahiri Mahasaya. | feel so proud of
Phyllis. A year ago awalk around her long block was almost more than she could do. Today, 95 Ibs.
lighter, shemadeit through the ups and downsand uneven footing, 2 mi. each direction! Well, quitean
accomplishment, at nearly 8,000ft.! Whilethere, meditating inthe cave, | felt such adeep vibration, low,
rumbling, powerful, at thebasechakra?*. Like heavy machinery working deep beneath the mountain the
vibration wasresonating powerfully in my spineand body. It hascomeback to me several timestoday,
including thelong meditation (5:30-8:30) tonight. 1t wasnot without itsoppositional force however! The
mind waswhirling with attachment thoughts of Babaji appearing and other miraculousoccurrences| se-
cretly harbored, almost unconscioudly. Theego wasattached to some high adventure outcome. But on
reflection in meditation, | cameto seethe gift of that vibration felt in the cave astruly profound and



powerful. Focusing onthat vibration, visionsof the Masterskept coming to me. Beyond thosevisions|
asked but for onething: theUniversal Vision.

Babgji’scaveisactualy on Pandu Khuli (Place of Pandus), not Dronagiri ascommonly reported. | was
told Dronagiri ismorewidely known and that iswhy the caveisreferred to asbeing there. Historically,
Dronagiri isthemountain (giri) where Drona, the martial artsteacher of the Pandu’shad meditated. Pandu
Khuli wasthe place where the Pandu’s, including Arjunaof the Bhagavad Gita, had gone during their
thirteenth year of exile. They were sentenced to twelveyearslivinginthewilderness. Thethirteenthyear
they wereto hide, and if found, would be sentenced to further exile.

Back at the ashram, whiletaking ateabreak, Phylliswasinaconversation withtwo Y SSdevoteesfrom
Nepa. When she spoke of Mother asbeing our Guru, they responded with the Self Realization Fellow-
ship (SRF) version of Master, (Paramhansa Yogananda) being the last Guru of thislineage. For some
reason upon hearing this, in combinationwith Swami Nityananda sglowing descriptionsof DayaMata, put
thewhole question regarding the Kriyalineagein my mind. | surrendered the whole question to Master
duringthevisitto Babgji’scave. Inwardly, | submitted myself to Master’sdirection, whatever the out-
come.

After | returnedtotheashram| sat looking at Master’s*last smile” picturethat hunginmy room. A Light
camefromthat picturethat revealed aninner essence of Master’sDivinity. ThisLight of Master supported
anexperiencewhileonthemountain. 1t wastherel had thememory comevery powerfully into my mind,
asarevelation, of Master’sletter to Mother. Inthat |etter Master spoke of giving Mother permissionto
giveKriyainitiation, diksha. Hewent onto say that herswasto be anew dispensation of anew order of
SRF. Thismemory combinedwiththe“friendly Light” coming from Master’ spicture confirmed for methat
what Mother had from Master was unique and separatefrom SRF. Thisl felt camedirectly from Master
and resolved all doubts. Gratitude for Master’sdirect guidance wasin my heart. Not satisfied with
reciting by rote other’struths, | received directly from Master what | needed to resolve my doubts.

Thank you Master for your love, care and guidance. | pray that you make me afit
instrument for carrying out your work. Jai Gurus

So, it'sbeen quiteaday again! We shdl seewhat the* morrow brings. Asl sat ontherooftop tonight, the
full moon had aplanet onitsright. | talked all my quandariesover with God. You know, thetest hasbeen
around separationwith God. Thereissomething around the SRF/Y SSmind set that producesan effectin
methat makes God fedl distant. | worked on eliminating that distance. First, | acknowledged that sense
of distance. Then, | reached out to that intimate Presence. A feeling of the Presence of God camewithin.
Now | am feeling much better. Mother always made God seem close, accessible. Hemost certainly is
tonight.

Thank you Mother. Jai Ram. Jai Gurus.
PS. Theyoung girlsfrom the Punjab group have anicknamefor me. Intheir ownlanguagethey call me
“smiley”, because| awaysseemto haveasmile. They also gave me somefruit and alemon drop candy.

God isso kind through so many.

Om Shanti
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Oct.5YSSAshram

| asked Swami Nityanandaif hewould comment on Kundaini® and meditation experiences. Hisstance
isthat he hasnot had any meditation experiencesand isnot qualified to give advice. If | should want
information such asthat, | should ask Swami Sudrananda(sp?), aWesterner that heads'Y SS, and who,
Swami Nityanandasaid, isarealized person. Swamiji isright, of course, not to give adviceif hehasnot
had experience. But | deeply feel Swamiji ishamstrung in bringing the Light of God that iswithin him by
organizationa protocol. Hesaysheonly repestswhat “ Guruji” haswritten. Spiritual parrotsarenot what
Master wanted, of thisl am sure!

Standing atop theroof of the ashram, thefull moon shinesbrightly inthedark sky. Themoonisdirectly
between two brightly lit planets, all rising over silhouetted Dronagiri. Oneplanet onthe horizon (Venus?)
the other planet heaven bound. | am praying to Babaji for something, | do not know what, to manifest
beforeme. TogivemeUniversa Vison? A miraculousexperience, both? Inthat prayer | anfegling such
unity with Babgji. Meanwhileadrunk man and hisson arewalking up theroad past theashram. The
durred yelling of thefather, the pleading of aboy, soundsof maybe somehits. Itislateand theashram
doorsarelocked, sol may not goout. | pray to God and the Masters, | chargethemwith seeingtoitto
keep that boy safeand to fulfill the highest good of everyone concerned. | pray hard! Theyelling and
pleading continue asthey walk up the hill past the ashram. Will the boy beall right? Oh maddening
thoughts. | chastise God for thisscene, repeated al over theworld. | demanded that He stopit! While
chastisng Godinthisway, | seeoneof the“boys’, who worksat theashram, finish hisceasalessactivities
(both boyswork hard all day) and standsin full moon light in front of the Radha/Krishnatemple, doing
energization exercises.

O Lord, such contrasting scenes. Your waysare beyond reason.

Up onthehill beyond the ashram, several men’svoicesare heard, the drunk man’svoiceistheretoo.
Clearly the other men haveintervened. Perhapstheboy issafe, and hisfamily too?

Lord, | chargeyou with changing thedrunk man'slife. Youseetoitthatitistakencareof. You
have madethisprayer demand throughme. Youmust fulfill it!

Oct.63:30A.M. YSSAshram

| was paying areturn nocturnal visit to my beloved rooftop. God awokemeat 1:00A.M. or so. | felt
inwardly prompted to go. Thetwo planetshavefollowed themoon. The planetspositioned asto bethe
two earthly eyesand the full moon, thegna. Dronagiri and all thelandscape arebrilliantly lit by the
midnight orb. Babgji and the Mastersseemclose. A light ontop of Dronagiri fromthetemple stands star
likeon the mountain-silhouetted horizon. Spiritually charged vibrational ssormsrunthroughtheethers. O
blessed events, my gratitude goesto my Heavenly Father. | send theseblessingstoal God hasgivenme
in Americaand elsewhere, wherever they may be.

Oct.8Agra

Our trip down from Dwarahat wasexcruciating. My medullawasthrobbingwith pain. | felt thecrushing
vibrations of humanity aswe closed in on thelower land cities. It iseasy to see why yogis pick the
mountainousregion of Dronagiri inwhichtoliveand meditate. Wetook thewinding road downtothecity,
then found out we had been directed to thewrong train station. Wetook a3whedlertoavanarea. A very



smdl mini-vantook over 21 of us, including our luggage! Wedisembark and were greeted with one after
theother taxi driversand porterstrying to jack pricesup. The 3 wheeler took uswithin ablock of where
wewanted to go, then demanded 10 extrarupeesto take ustherest of theway! Wedid not know how
far it wasbut refused, got abicyclerickshaw for 5 rupees. Thenaman got aporter to carry our thingsfor
5rupeesforlessthanal100feet! Oh, inthehillsthey do not bargain, they aretruthful and helpful. Onthe
way down, whilel wasin so much pain, | thought,

Lord, | amout to suffer al painin Your name.
Thisgot methroughit. Thenwhenthetriaswith people started, | thought,

O Lord, You areteaching meto seepast all people and situations. ItisYou alonewho
exigts, both asthispassing show, and, beyond it, intheformlessstate.

Amongst swamisand seekerstherearefew who haverealized thisgreat Truth.

O Papa, how grateful I am for your eminently practical and personal teachingsonthis
matter. How it changesmy lifein God.

O Master, how glad | am to see your work grow and spawn good worksin thisworld.
Olineof Guru's, how blessed | am to have been touched by your lives.

O Mother, you aremy mantra, Jai Guru, who hasmadeall possible.

Oct. 8Agra-cont-

We saw the Tg) Mahal yesterday. It waswhen| got closetoit that | felt the greatest impact. | wasawe
struck. Something of the symmetry, the proportions, the materias, all in combination, nearly took my
breath away. | do believeit to bethe most perfect structure | have ever seen, and | dare say the most
beautiful buildingintheworld. Itisarchitectural poetry. Weaso saw thefort of Agra. Onecaneasily
imagine proud Mudlim soldiersmarching on horses up those ancient brick pathways. Onemention of all
the countlessways Ram, our consummatetour guide, haslooked after uswith the sweetnessof aL.oving
Mother. When | had somedight diarrheayesterday, He provided bathroom locations (public bathroom
facilitiesarenot commonin India) both times| wasin direneed.

O what sweetness You look after us! Each step You are our guide, friend, beloved,
consummate tour guide. O blessed L ord, continueto show usYou are equally present
everywhere. Keegp usin Your assurancethat You arewith usalways. Aum God Christ
Guru

Oct. 8 - cont.

Wl theday hasbeen oneof Krishna'stricks. Atthetrain stationin Agra, onour way to Brindaban, abird
made adeposit all down theback of Phyllis! Thetrain was2 hourslate and my long anticipated visitto
Brindaban had no outwardly uplifting aspecttoitat al! Well, theend wasworthy of itsbeginning. After
along busride back from Brindaban, adrunk 3 wheel driver took usall over Agrathrough darkened
streetslateat night. Thedriver either wouldn't or couldn’t take usto our hotel, TheMagjor Bashik. Ona
dark road, | findly said, “ That'sit, | will find another cab.” | had already used my most powerful voiceon
himtotakeusto our hotel now, tonoavail. We cameto astore, wheresomefriendscametoour aid. The
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3whedler driver continued to follow us, offering to take usto our hotel at almost twicethe agreed upon
price! Jitender Chaddaput usboth onthe back of hissmall motor scooter! WhilePhyllistriedtofinda
peg for her foot, with skirt flying and an uncertain hold, shewasasking to stop. Weflew through unknown
darkened streets. Weleft larger streetsand Jitender took uson smaller darkened back streetsand finally
toadead end alley. What now?!

The scooter parked, he opened adoor and hewent in without aword. Trust in God ismost needed at
suchtimes. Duetotheelectricity being out, only asinglelamp wasburning inside the room on the other
sideof thedoor. Asl peeredin| saw childrenthere. Jitender wastalking to awoman and up onthewall
hung two framed pictures, one of Guru Nanak and one of Guru Govind Singh. Asit turned out Jitendradid
not know where our hotel was, even though hehad said“ yes, yes’ whenweaskedif heknew theway. He
had driven straight to hisaunt’'shometo get directions. Theaunt wasvery kind, they aredevoteesof Sikh
Guru Govind Singh. A phonecall to the hotel brought fresh directionsand wewereoff onceagain. The
threeof usriding thedark streetson asmall motor scooter, Phyllisstill struggling to stay onwould have
made acomic sight to an observer! Jitendrabrought ussafely to our hotel. Heistruly aservant of his
Gurus. Weweretired, dirty, and without dinner. Thehotel made up adinner for Phyllis. | amnow washed
and goingto hitthebed. | amthankful we are here safethrough the grace of God and Gurus.

Jai Ram, Jai Gurus.

Oct.9

Thethemeof yesterday’ sadventures wasaquotefrom Krishna, “lostinthecommonlife.”” Over andagain
that quote cameto me. Onthebusafriendly manwho worked for Indian Airlines” congratulated” usfor
taking thebusto seehow the* average’” manlives. Peoplewerevery kindto useverywhere, making sure
wegot off at theright places,etc., often sharingfood. So muchlove, being “lost inthecommonlife.”

Oct. 9- cont- South boundtrain

| am on thetop bunk of agently rocking and rolling train car. Weare on our way to Shirdi. Ram, inthe
form of afellow passenger by name of Mr. Pandeisa railway station manager at Pune. Heisour
bunkmate and whenwetold him of our destination he gave perfect instructionson how to get to Shirdi, etc.
Hehas aso commanded usto go to the South point of India, where Vivekanandameditated on arock for
threedays. Heisthe second person totell meof the south point of Indiaand | am feeling the pull to go.
Oh, so many waysGod hascome, giving help at theright times, telling of saintsand adventuresthat have
enriched our trip. For instance, Sanjeev Mathur, the owner of theemail sitein Agra, on hearingwewere
onagpiritua pilgrimagetold meof histrip from Chompa, highin the Himalayas and how asadhu saved
ther lives

Sanjeev, hisfather and hisunclewerewaiting for many hoursearly inthe morning to get the expressbus
leaving from Chompa, aremote Himaayan village. Theother busleaving sometimeearlier wasaloca bus
that makes many more stops, often stopping and waiting ahalf hour whilean individua climbsdownfrom
ahill topto get tothebus. Whileat astop, thelocal and expressbuswere parked together. A sadhuwho
had beenriding thelocal bustold thethree of them they should ridein thelocal bus, not the expressbus.
Sanjeev and hisfather werenot infavor of making the switch, but the unclesaid they should not go against
thewish of thesadhu. They switchedtothelocal bus. A short timeafter both busesgot underway. The
leading expressbus, the onethey just got off of, missed acorner and careened over athousand foot drop.



When the second bus stopped, and they all saw thetragic fate of thefirst bus, the sadhu explained that
when he saw the passengers of the express bus at the stop he saw the “mark of death” on al of the
passengersexcept Sanjeev, hisfather and uncle. It wasthen he had asked them to change buses. They
looked down the cliff to observethe certain fate of all the othersthey had been riding with. Whenthey
turned back around the sadhu was no whereto be seen. Asthey wanted to thank the sadhu, they looked
for himand asked other passengers of thelocal buswherethat sadhu had gone. Not one of thelocal bus
passengershad even seenthesadhu at al! 1t wasthen the degpened mystery of thisstrangeincident grew
evenbigger inther minds. Thelr gratitudeto God, whothey felt had comeintheform of thevishble/invisble
sadhu wasevident in Sanjeev’ srecounting of thisstory.

Sanjeev went on to relate another remarkabl eincident when hisfather took him to seeaholy man, Mansa
Maharga. Mansatold Sanjeev many accuratethingsabout hislife. Thesaint dso madethe prediction that
Sanjeev’sfather would not live past 1994. Sanjeev Mathur’sfather wasin apparent good health and
gpiritsontheday of Nov. 19, 1994. Hisfather took arest. Sanjeev went to wake hisfather and when he
lifted hisfather’ shandit fell limp, no longer wasthebody inhabited by hisfather’ssoul. Sanjeev recounted
the story morein awethan grief. How wonderful the book of lifeisbeing opened at every turnto demon-
sratethegreat mystery that lifeis! God hasguided and hel ped usin so many ways, too many to describe.
Thetrain hasstopped aminute, makeswriting easier. Started again sowill sign off.

Oct. 11 Ahmednagar

Well, God has provided anice hotdl for us. In Americait would beastep up fromaMotel 6, but for our
recent staysthisisadefiniteimprovement (Indiahas, of course, beautiful hotels, but wetend to stay inthe
hotelsthat wereinexpensivebut decent). Itisclean, hascarpets, no smell of mold, restaurant isgood and
reasonable, and quiet with somenice 60's*“ deco” decor. Thenicest hotel we havebeentoyet. Sai Baba
and Meher Babaaretaking very nicecareof us. | think wewill spend onemorenight. Our travel schedule
hasbeen quiteintense, | think Phyllisin particular needssomeresttime. Soif itisavailable, for 350 rupees
anight thisisabargain (about $8.30 U.S.). It wasrecommended by friendsonthebus. When Ramis
your ever present guide, friendsare everywhere met!

Sal Baba stemplewasredly remarkable. Westoodinlinefor anhour out intheintensesun, whilean arati
wassungindoors. Phyllisthought shewasgoing to faint and thought of turning back, but her brave soul
continued. Up some stairsand through someroped off lines, astatue of Sal Babawassitting, porcelain
faced, with such apresence. Theair was*charged” with spiritual vibration. Devoteestherefromall over
India. We saw more devotiona fervor therethan any other placewe have beentoyet. Devoteesarmed
with flowers, fruit and money streamed into thefront and sides of Sai Baba sstatue. Thestatue-altar is
manned by four priests. They werebusy accepting and redistributing theflowersand gifts. | prostrated on
all fours, bowing inIndian style beforethe carved form of thisgreat Master. | felt the purifying blessing
comeas| prayed for my complete God Realization. | backed up, and again bowed down. Oh, what
sweet blessngscomefrom that moment. Two such moments stand out to me now, oneyesterday with Sai
Baba, the other at Babaji’s cave. Both affecting me at the deepest levelsaround the spine. Sai Baba
affected mein the spine opposite of thenavel. Babgji resonated at the base of the spine.

O Papa, you spoke of the blessingsthat comefrom saintsand their darshans. In both of
these cases no embodied saintswere present, but what blessings. And living saintswe
havemet awakenthat same Divinity within. How right you areinmaking thisadvice. And,
too, how God istaking me around theworld to find friendseverywhere! Tofind Your

Page 15



Page 16

Presence everywhere! O Blessings are so abundantly poured upon this head. Om
Brahma, Om Guru, Om Master, Om Om Om.

Onehumorousnote. Last night | had American chow mein. Thatishow itislisted onthemenu. Itwasn't
bad. Somebreak from Indianfood waswelcome. Yesterday lunch I had masaladosa, best food | have
hadinIndia. Therestaurant (Jeevan Hotel restaurant, near Sai Baba Temple) wasrecommended by a
friend onthestreet. Ramisinevery form!

Ja Guru

Oct. 15Anandashram

Severd monthsof normal timemust have passed sincethe 11™ (last journal entry!) Day after Sai Baba's
darshan wevisited the samadhi (place of buria) of Meher Baba. A threewheeler took usover 7K toa
nondescript spot on theroad, asign pointed up ahill saying: “ Samadhi thisway up.” A disputewiththecab
driver over the agreed amount of payment spilled over to theashram grounds. Thedemand of thedriver,
doublewhat we had agreed when we started, was supported by an ashramite sitting on theporch, so|
paid so as hot to further disturb the peace of that place. The driver gone, we were directed by the
American manager of the Meher Baba Ashram to the samadhi. Wea so paid for our lunch that wasto be
served at 1:00. Walking up the path, past railroad tracksand up agentlesope, | felt the peace of thisland.
Clearly theplace of onewho wasestablished in God Consciousness. What strange mystery thereisfor the
heart attuned to suchvibrations. Peace, purity, upliftment all createan atmospherevibrant in every atom of
space. Thesamadhi—small in sizebut packed with vibration. A devoteehad said it isthe power center of
theearthnow. | will leave such andysisfor other minds. Likeyeast, the peaceof thisplaceworked d ower
onmeat first—thenwith increasing power. Movement in the spine, and upliftment of consciousness, the
likesof which | have not had sincemy coming to India, moved through me. Sincecomingto Indial have
been much more centered in my body with accessto the cognitive mind ssurviva skills! Thisbrief inter-
lude at Meher Baba's samadhi confirmsfor me that the absorption ininner experiences| had before
coming to Indiaisnot compatiblewiththerigorsof travel here.

O Lord, what sweet blessings You have bestowed upon meby giving me exactly what |
needwhen| needit! All my strength and mindfulnesshave been needed for thisjourney.

| havetried to call Mr. Pande, our station master friend from thetrain. The number doesnot seemto be
good. Hisadvicewasperfect for getting to Shirdi and M eherabad and he had asked usto seehimin Pune.
Sincel could not reach him by phone we decideto go to Pune and find him at thetrain station. Upon
arriving at the Pune station wefound no onehasheard of him! Thestationmaster called thefreight yard to
seeif heworksthere. No one hasheard of himthereeither! He said hewasthe stationmaster at Pune,
gaveus per fect instructionsfor getting to Shirdi and M eherabad and Anandashram, and now no such
personexists!

ORam, Youareinadl, operatinginal. Now You are substantia to our senses, then gone!
Who can gainsay Your methods?

The* morethan substantial” stationmaster of Punetook usin hand and directed our travel course across
Indiato the east and south. Onceon thetrain we received much needed directionsfrom Dr. S, Narayana
lyer, professor of electrica engineering, retired, and were put ontheright track at Trichur for aconnecting



train going northto Anandashram. Welearned later the substantial stationmaster sent usby aroutethat
took usan extraday and much further south than we needed to go. Mr. Pande had once again given us
perfect instructions. Hisroutewould have saved usoneday of travel and been moredirect. By thelonger
routeto the south we arrived at Anandashram after 45 hoursof train travel on October 14. Onmeeting
Larry at theashram, heinformed usthat M other had arrived at Anandashram on October 14, 1957, from
Trichur! Althoughwewereunawareof it, God saw to it wearrived on the same month and day, and from
the samedirection and town, asMother did forty-oneyearsearlier!

What atour guide You are Ram! Every detail You look after so that we might honor our great
Guruinevery way.

At Anandashram wewerereceived with al love and kindness by Swami Satchidananda, Larry and Cate.
Inaprivateinterview | told Swamiji that | felt therewassomething | wasto receive here at theashram, and
| had comefor theUniversal Visonalone. Hesaid, “ Youwill get everything!” Thiswastheassurancel

wanted and will demand of God and the Masters. | want the purity of Consciousnessthat will allow meto
love and serve God perfectly. Nothing less! | am herefor this purpose. | have cometo receivethe
blessings of the saintsof thisgreat spiritual land to purify body, heart, mind and soul. Today Kathy and
Elainearrived, tired, stunned and filled with God. Larry, Cateand | accompanied them for darshan with
Swamiji. Elainebrought Papa stapethat Michael Victory had “ cleaned up” for me. | told Swamiji of a
dream| had last night. Init, wewereinalargeroom with devotees. Some dark men camein making
trouble. Swamiji stepped forwardto calmthesituation. | remained back becausel wasnew and did not
understand thelanguage. Therough men got more agitated when army soldiersarrived and escorted the
rough menout. Swamiji wasclearly weakened by theeffort. | wanted to help and hetook my arm aswe
walked toward the other end of theroom, away from wherethe confrontation had happened. Thedream
ended.

Then| presented Swamiji with thetapes of Papa srecorded voice and their history of how they had been
“cleaned” of background noiseto makethem easier tolisten to. Hewanted them played and welistened
for afew minutesuntil the electricity went out (acommon event). Battery lightson, we continued the
conversation. Swamiji reminisced about histrip with Papaand Matgji to Seattleand Mother’shomein
1954. It wasthen that Papaspoke of threewaysasaint blesses: by touch, sight and thought. Mother then
requested Papato blesseveryonetherethat night. Upon our leaving | asked Swamiji if hewould blessus
inthesameway. Helaughed and said he had not become Papayet. | countered with saying that Papaand
God would blessusthrough him. He said that wasthe attitude he had when he blessed others. Hethen
said wemust be hungry and we should go and eat. | stood up and bowed/pranamed over thelittlebox in
front of himwaiting for my blessing. Helaughed and gave me a hit on the top of thehead. Thenin
succession each onegot their blessing. Now, hourslater, | feel on thetop of my head thetouch of that hit,
magnetized in blessingsof God and the Masters!

Oblessed Lord, You play Your dramabefore us, trying to tempt usaway with the passing
show. We seethrough Your velled attempts at estranging us and we see You are al
powerful and merciful. You seeto our every need, physically and spiritudly. All Glory to
Youandvictory to Your Light of Lights. Ja Ram
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Oct. 16

Oneor two updates. During thetimeof visiting Shirdi Sai Baba, | had athousand rupeesdisappear from
a“cargo” pocket, theflap seded withtwo velcro attachers. Theprevailing belief isthat Sai Babaextracted
theamount fromme. If so, sobeit! Theother prevailingideaisthat Mr. Pande, the man who gave perfect
instructionsand then was known by no onewhere he said he wasthe* station manager”, isthought by
Phyllisto have been Sai Babaor anintermediary angel. (One side noteto thisstory isthat Pandewas
reading the Autobi ography of A Yogi whileweweretravelingwith him).

O sweet Ram, what wonderful mysteriesYou present to themind. You aloneknow the
truth of such thingsand sometimes You revea them to the mindsof Your bhaktas® or
anyone Youwish. Youwork miraclesinthe nameof Your saints, with or without their
knowledge. Becausethey havegiventheir livesto You, Youfed freeto usethemasYou
will! Suchisthe ease of relationship between thelover and beloved. And who can say
whoisWho!? God aslover, God asbeloved. Isthereadifference? Do not rolesswitch
toandfro? Ohindeed, what sweet mysteries You useto enthrall Your bhaktas. Hari Om,
Hari Om, Hari Om. Peace, Shanti. Peace, Shanti. Peace, Shanti!

Oct. 16 -cont-
Two of Papa sstorieshave played out today. 1nseeming concert of, “asintheinner - sothe outer” Papa
isinour heartsaswell asour outer lives.

Story #1: Inthebhgjan hall stoodasmall girl. Shestood and cried, lost to her mother. Every directionshe
looked, but her mother remained hidden to her gaze as shewasin apassage behind the altar. Different
adultspointed theway for her to go, but shedid not budge. When her mother heard the repeated cries of
her child she camein high speed to the source of those urgent criesand took her little one by thehand and
led her back from wherethe mother had come.

O Lord, You show us so many waysto seek You, but could there be any more sincere,
direct and smpleway thanto cry for the Divine M other and demand Shecometous? Did
not thefather of the prodigal son comeout to meet himon hisreturn only tolead himhome
toaprepared feast?

Story # 2: Three crowswere flying together as| entered the Arunachala causeway. Onecrow had a
delectableitem cherished by itsalf and two other crowsin hot pursuit. Thecrow with the prize could know
no peace aslong ashe held anything coveted by the others! Second object esson: thebdlief inownership
causes stressand anxiety for one, and jealousy and greed for others.

O Papa, you play your informativestoriesout infront of me. You display gloriesfor those
who haveeyesto see.

Oct. 16 -cont-

| inwardly asked Matgji’s spirit for understanding of her nature, findingittobeavoidinmy mind. | asked
thisduring the closing ceremony of her mandir (the building constructed over the place where her body
was cremated; therearemandirs for both Matgji and for Papa). Aswe circumambulated the mandirs,
chanting Om Sri Ram, Jai Ram, Jai Jai Ram, led by Sri Ram, Papa’ sgrandson, the answer cameto me



doubly! Matgji cameinmy prayer and showed me her roleisto makethefeminine Shakti mergefromthe
base of my spinewiththegna, to uniteduality into eternal oneness. Then, asl passed Papa smandir, he
cameinto my mind so seamlesdy, so beautifully, and revealed to methat hisessenceisto mergemeinto
absolute purity of Oneness. Oh what perfection, the Mother to resolve her play of polarity, and the Father
istheEternd purity of the Self.

O Papa, Matgi, thank you for your blessings, for reveding your true naturesto meat least
insomesmall measure. Youaremy pathand my god. Om Sri Ram Ja Ram Jai Jai Ram!

Oct. 16 -cont-

Therewasawoman at the ashram with many spiritua questions. Shewasdirected by otherstotak tome.
When wefirst met she said how much Light shesaw in Phyllisand |, and especidly in Phyllis. Indeed|
looked at Phyllisand noticed abeautiful glow emanated from her face. She asked about ameditation
technique. | spoketo her about taking the attitude of knowing that all thoughts, feelings and situations
comefrom God. To cultivateloveand devotionfor God. She spoke of thetearsshehasshedfor Godin
her sadhana, with somefear inher voice. | assured her tearsfor God arefor thegood, and each oneislike
apearl onthenecklace of Krishna. Thosetearswill purify the body, mind and soul, and loveand joy will
betheresult. Likeaboil onthebody drainspusuntil itiscleansed, thenisfollowed by clean, pureblood,
so do emotional toxinsneed to be drained until thefeeling of purity, joy, blissand wisdom of God comes.

Shecameback and asked about initiation. Although she hasateacher at her home, he hasnever spoken
of initiation. | talked to her about the Guru-disciplereationship. A spiritud teacher or Gurugivesinitiation
inorder to teach specific techniquesfor realization of God. The power that comesfrom the Guru to the
discipleduring initiation provesto beanindissolublelink for the Sat Guru and disciple. Themystery of a
“seed” isplanted at that timethrough the Guruwhich surdly bearsfruit, either inthislifetime, or someother,
as Self-Realization. Andfinally, the Guru should be the example of theteachingsthey profess. The
student/di sciple makesacommitment to follow the teachingsof theteacher/Guru until they reach their goa
of Redlization. They show loyalty and surrender by following thoseteachingsin all they say, think or do.
Inner attunement with the Guru leadsto inner attunement with God. The Guru actsasaconduit to the
Infiniteuntil the disciple hasestablished that clear link withinthemselves. Itisthenrevealedtothedevotee
that the Presence of the Guru and God arenot different. Infact, the Presencefetinall God-men and God-
women areone and the same as God' s Presence. But, even asachild may gotovisit the homesof their
friendsand receivetheir love, they never mistaketheir friendsfamiliesfor their own. Thesameistruefor
thesadhaka?” . They always have specia reverencefor their own Guru and their line of Gurus, evenwith
ganingtheUniversa Vison.

| explained our tradition. Sheisthoughtful, and expressed shefelt apure energy in her heart and at thetop
of her heart at theend of our talk. It wasindeed ablissful time.

All glory to God and Guru. Itisby their gracethat | may giveof any portion of Spiritas
they givesofredly throughme. Jai Ram, Jai Guru!

Oct. 17
Searchfor God isaserious matter, ano moredifficult journey cantherebe. Itisnot ajourney of thebody,
yet thebody servesasthevehicle. Itisnot ajourney of themind, yet themindisused to focustheattention.
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Itis, essentially, ajourney of spirit. Not ajourney inthe sense of going somewhere. Spiritisequally
present everywhere. Itisajourney intermsof moving “through” distractionsthat pull the attention of the
mind toward the body and worldly concerns. When the mind isfocused on the single Reality, bent on
realizing the Truth of Truths, then resultsaccrue of their own accord. Thedevotee' ssinglehearted desire
for God becomeslikeathief’sdesire. Thethief oneday findshimsdlf lodged inaroom of alargemansion.
Hehearsfromthe servantsthat theroom next to hisisfilled with treasures of gold, slver and gems. Doyou
believe he could rest or think of anything el se other than how to break inand get thetreasurefor himself?
No, hewould be consumed night and day with the sole thought of how to dip into that room and make
thosetreasureshisown. Thissame obsession should beinfull resdencefor oneseeking God. Themind
absorbed in the onethought, “How can | steal inand get God’'s Grace so | may resideeternally inHis
Light?" Thenwill theaspirant findtheindwelling spiritandliveinItsGlory.

Oct. 19 Anandashram 4:00A.M.

A waking dream/vision: | saw theback of two or threefigures, tal (7%, thin, long hair, walking away, just
infront of me, going through an opening. Suddenly | saw the copper tint of their hair. Babgji! | knew
somehow of aconnection between Babaji and Swami Satchidananda. Should | pursue Babgji? Should |
press Swamiji for fulfillment of my desireto be onewith Babgji? Papa sexamplecomestomind, “Belike
thekitten, sitting, meowing for itsmother.” God hasmademeinHis“Likenessand Hisimage.” | anthe
persond expression of HisPrakriti® power, and | am theimpersona universal Spirit. God hasgiven me
thisdesireto know thevisible-invisible Babgi, but through Mother and Papa sexample, | want to know
hisimpersonal, universal spirit more. | sit, | chant, | know Babaji knowsmy heart, my desire. Heis
fulfillingitinthehighest way possible. | wait likeasmdl child, thekitten, knowing that al isbeing donefor
meand mineisto keep my mind on God, intent onthe Universa Vision.

Osweset Lord, | pray but for onething. Purify thisbody, mind and soul sothat it might see
Your light asthe All inAll. Eventhisl leaveto Your whim and law as You seefit tofulfill.

Oct. 19 - cont-

Swami Vishwanandaarrived full of intent and purpose. Hedescribed hisfirst meeting with Larry twoyears
previous. Swamiji (Satchidananda) had asked Swami Vishwanandato stay an extraday at theashramthe
day beforeLarry’sarriva. Inthemid-afternoon, Swami Vishwanandawas® made’ toleavehisroom*in
theheat of theday” and go to thereception areaof theashram. “Normally, noonearrived at thattime.” A
taxi arrived with Larry and hisluggage asitscontents. When Larry got downfromthetaxi Swami V. said
“Hi”, that'sit, just“Hi.” Then,“Haveyouhadlunch?’ “Yes” “Doyouwant somewater?’ “Yes.” “I took
him to my room for water. Then onto Papa sroom. Heknelt before Papa s picture, and said, “ O God!
OJesust OGod! OJesus!” | touched himand felt an electrical charge. | Ieft theashram 3 hourslater, and
thought about him dl theway home.” “Excuseme,” hesaidto Cate, Larry’swife, “but | am closer thanyou
aretohim. Weweremarriedinfront of Pgpal” Thisconversationisour introductionto Swami Vishwananda
At 78, full of energy, direct and purposeful.

Larry hasbeen assigned by Swami Vishwanandaas*“trip Guru.” | later told Larry | signover to him
“power of attorney” for decisionsregardingthistrip. | ambut God' schildinthismatter, and thedecisions
are better made by others. | feel | can better sitinthe back seat thanthedriver seat. Nevertheless, God
occasiondly callsmeout to beinthefront too. It remindsmeof Papa swords spoken by Gopi inthedaily
reading yesterday. Papawrote, “ Don't be attached to any state of samadhi. Treat every experienceas
coming from God. ThisleadstotheUniversa Vison.” Suchwisdominthesewords. To stay, togo, tobe



infront, to bein back, what doesit matter? | sometimeshavemy preference, | sometimeshavedrives, but
everything | surrender at thefeet of God.

OLord, Youthink, feel, talk and act through me. Without fear | follow. | do my best
accordingtotheabilities Youhavegivenme. My eyesarefixed on Youaone. Fulfill Your
promiseand transformthislifeto perfectly reflect Your imageand likeness. Victory to
God and Gurus.

Oct. 21 Anandashram

Tomorrow eveweleavethisabode of blissfor our tour north. | have asked Swamiji for timetoday with
himaone. Kathy hasfitintotheashramlikeahandinaglove. Shetreated theashramwith Frootis. They
are apackaged mango drink that children and the adultslove. Therewas someleft over, and wetook
themto anearby school, founded by Swamiji, for mentally retarded children and deaf children. They put
on aperformance of dancethat waswonderful, and then Frootis and balloonswere handed out to all.
Kathy wanted to do it anonymously but shewasthrust to thefront by Swamiji. Asshehanded out the
drinksshereported feeling inwardly blessed with each child. Janth (sp.?), an ashraminmateand former
businessman helped Larry procurethedrinks. Swamiji hasbeen fegling better and isnow taking walks.
Yesterday, Larry and Catereceived the newsthat Nicole, their daughter, had been sick and inthe hospital
for aweek. | asked Swamiji for hisprayers. Hesaid, “Papaisthere,” and for the parents® not toworry,
itisnothing serious.” Itwasardief to hear this. When| got up to leave Swamiji | could hardly walk, so
filledwithGodwasl. Swamiji istruly asaint, flowingwith God. Weare blessed to have hisdarshan.

Om Sri Ram Jai Ram

Oct 21 -cont-

| met with Swamiji today with the question: “1 cameto Indiawith the sole purpose of getting Universal
Vision, what advice can you give? | feel the power of God within you, and also the spirit of Papaand
Matgji.” Henodded hishead and told methat Papahad said to keep the mind on God always. Thebest
way that Papaknew was chanting Ram Nam. Also, to see Godin everything and everyone. To serve God
inal wedo. Every part of spaceisfilledwith God. Helifted awriting board off hislap and said, “When
youmovethisyou candoitlikethis, carefully,” hegently sat it onasmall tableinfront of him. “Or you can
doitlikethis,” and he carelessly flipped thewriting board toward thetable. “Whenyou seeit asGod you
doitthisway,” showing asmooth, gentlemove. “Most peopledoit thisway, doingit carelesdy.” | said,
“Swamiji, that ishow God showsmetheworld, and | feel Godinsideall thetime. Yet, there seemsto be
avell that remainsbetweenus.” Hethensaid, “Youmust cry for God, and ask Himfor puredevotion. You
must piercethat vell! Pray to Godfor that devotion.” | then said, “ Thank you Swamiji. Will yougiveme
your blessings, and the blessings of Papaand Matgji?” He smiled, nodding hishead dightly in assent, then
held hishandsin benediction asl bowed beforehim. Thiswasthe moment for which| came. Inal humility
and submission, | pray to God for those blessingsthat will give methat pure devotion of which he spoke.

Om Shanti, Shanti, Shanti.
Oct. 23

Sweet Ram, Sweet Papa, Sweet Mother. What thanks could possibly convey the grati-
tude| fedl for al thethoughtful grace poured upon meand our littlegroup!
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Swamiji asked Phyllistoday for someseawater. Later hesaid, “justjoking”. Well, nolostwords. Phyllis
and | headed for the Arabian Sea. Beacheslined with pamstreesand fishing boats. Thefishing boatslook
like North West Native canoes, |ocal slounging under shade of palmsobvioudy not used to Westerners,
and the sea-water wasjust right for wading. Oh perfection! in 80 degreewater. Thenonto afarewell of
theashram. Swamiji’ sblessingson our departurelifted mein spirit, when | descended to body conscious-
ness, | noticed those who had been bowing with me at Swamiji’sfeet weregone! Hisblissful smile
conveyed al. Beingwith Swamiji istheclosest thing I’ ve known to being with Mother inthislifetime.
What blessings.

The next stage of our pilgrimage began. Swami Vishwananda, Larry, Cate, Phyllisand | boarded the
overnight busfor Bangalore. Ohthesend off! Asweleft thereweretwenty or moreashramitesat thebus
showering uswith somuchlove. Sri Ramwastdlling usstoriesunder twinkling stars. | am reminded that
these are the same trees and stars that Mother had described when Papa spoke and a spiritual light
radiated out from Papaasfar asthe eyes could see, made even more authenticin the present by thelack
of eectricity that occursevery evening for ahalf hour. Sri Ramtold of Mother “ pestering” Papafor God-
Redlization. “Egged on,” hesaysby Matgji. Sri Ramwenttotell usof timesMatgji would take Papato
task, “Why don’t you give thisexperience (God) to others?’ Papa: “The student needsto beready.”
Matai: “If al thestudentsfail, it reflectsbadly on theteacher, not the students.” Sri Ram laughing: “ Of
course Papa said he did not care about the opinions of others.” At onetime Papaoffered to agroup
seated around him Realization. They only neededto ask forit. Sri Ram, then 16 yearsold, wasthere.
Sitting mute, no onetook Papaup on hisoffer. Herepeated the offer threetimes, no onemoved. Then
Papasaid, “ Offer withdrawn!” Matgji: “ Papa, you could give that experience (God-Redlization) to others
if youwanted.” Pepa: “Ramdas gavethe opportunity threetimes, but no onetook himup.” Matgji: “Pepa,
you canfool others, but you cannot fool me! You outwardly madethe offer, butinwardly you kept their lips
sealed.” Suchistheplay of Papaand commentary of Mataji.

Oct. 24 Satya Sai Baba Ashram

From Banga orewe motored to Prasanthi Nilayam. Thisashramisthehomeof theworld renowned Satya
Sal Baba. Located inaremoteregion north of Bangaore, asmall city hasmaterialized around thisunique
God-man. Sal Babaisfamousfor materializing objectsout of thinair whilein close proximity to amazed
onlookers. | havecomefor darshan of thisfamous Babawith aquestioninmy mind, “1s Sai Babaredized
or justashowman?’ Thanksto God’sgrace and Swamiji Vishwanandawe had VIPtreatment and an
escort to theimmensedarshan hal of Satya Sal Babaand front row seats. Swami Vishwanandaspoke of
the early yearswhen he came out to the ashram to see Satya Sal Baba. At that timetherewasno gold
overhead covering or marblefloor where we now sat. Swami would help out by sweeping and doing
choresasneeded. Therewasno transportation at that timeto theremote ashram, so they walked much of
theway. Swami knowsmany of those who are now part of the ashram management. We met with the
head of security and were given escort past thelong lines of devotees standinginlineunder the hot sun.
We were guided around the metal detectors. The reason for these security measures was due to an
attempt on Sai Baba slifeby agunman. Some of thosein theroom next to Sai Babawere shot duringthe
attempt. Wearrived inthedarshan hall justintimeto seethe back of Sai Babawhile hewaked away from
us, giving darshanto those seated. Weweregiven front row seatsand Swamiji Vishwanandasuggested
we stay and meditate. The schedule of darshan timesare variable, but hewas not due to come out for
somehours. Indutiful submission, | happily closed my eyesinmeditation. Thisplacehasadefinitespiritua
current flowing, it hasimmense sweep. When | saw Sai Babawalking it gave metheimpressionit was
Mother walking. Itwasso strong, | knew it wasno small association. We meditated.



For alongtimewewerequiet. | sat crosslegged on the dark brown marblefloor with my handsflat onthe
floor infront of me, fingersoutstretched, an unusua posturefor methat | felt compelledto assume. Asl

meditated | felt intense pressurein theback right sdeof my head. Sometimelater someonewalked nearby
and | fdtthefloor “swim”, movinginawave-likemotionasif it wereliquid. Fedingthefloor “move’ inthis
manner made meknow | wasnot in an ordinary state of consciousness. Thelocusof my attention then
shifted to high aboveall those seated inthedarshan hall. Suddenly, | wasmade aware of the thousands of
thoughts, feelingsand perceptions of those gathered therefor darshan. Inthisspiritual omnisciencel was
the observer of the internal consciousness of each and every person there. Somehow | was ableto
smultaneoudy know the collective consciousness of thousands of devoteesgathered inthedarshan hall.
After sometimeinthisstate thought, “ Thisishow Babaisableto givedarshanto al thosethousands.” |

could“fed” it was Babawho was gently but powerfully guiding mein thisexperience, it washewho was
there® nexttome” inconsciousness. It did not fed inany way that hewascontrolling or invasive. | asked
Mother and Gurusto be with me, and earlier | had asked them “1f it be thy will,” to have Sai Baba's
darshan, but only through Mother. When | saw Sai Babawalk and was so strongly reminded of Mother,
it made methink that God and Gurusblessingswere present.

For sometimel wasin the spiritual consciousnessof being onewith thewholecrowd. Thenthefocusof
my attention wasdrawn from thelarge crowd to three devotees. Eventhoughthey werein theback of the
largedarshan hall, I knew their thoughtsand “heard” their conversation. | thought, “My mind haslost its
universal naturefrom before,” sincel shifted from having knowledge of those thousandsto only these
three. Thenthethought came, guided by Sai Baba, “ Thistooispart of theuniversal mind”. Then| realized
Godisequally present in the particular and inthe general. Then my consciousness expanded past this
world, tothecosmos, andinto God'sLight. After sometimel returned to being consciousagain of the
darshanhall. Theninwardly | “saw” Babaseated inthe upstairsroom abovethestagearea®. | waswith
himinthat room, “seeing” thefurniture, etc. Whilein that uplifted consciousness| also knew Swami
Vishwanandawas anxiousthat we havethe physical sight of Baba. So, whilel wasmorethan satisfied
withtheinner darshan of Baba, | requested Sai Babato make aphysical appearancefor darshan. He, in
my mind’s eye, got up and started down some stairs. | took this as agreement he was to make an
appearance even though hewas not scheduled to.

| looked out on the world through my two physical eyes, and Swami V. asked if weshould go. | said,
“Let’'swait 10 minutes.” 10 minutespassed by. | could tell Swami V. was praying that we get darshan.
Then Swami Vishwanandasuggested that weleave. | said, “It'sup to you Swamiji.” Just thentherewas
achangeintheair. A hushed expectancy and afeding of eectricity went throughthelargedarshanhdl. All

devoteeslooked to therai sed stage where perhaps ahundred young men were seated. Then Swami V.
said, “I seehim!” | leaned to theleft and peered around apillar and saw an orange robe and ahal o of
black hair. Sai Babawalked in our direction on the stage and avisible auraof energy surrounded him,
especially hishead. He wastalking to agroup of the young men on the stage for quiteawhile. We
watched with expectancy. For what? That isunknown. Just the possibility of ... something. For mysdlf, |

felt blessed by hisinner darshan, and the outer wasjust icing on the cake, asthey say. Then hewalked
further toward usto the edge of the stage and ooked our way for somemoments. Swamiji wasthrilled, |

couldfedl, ashebowed hishead from aseated position. | toofelt blessed. Babathenwalked awvay from
usonto another direction and then he disappeared again. | felt truly blessed today by the darshan of Satya
Sai Baba, agreat God-Being.

Jai Guru, Jai Guru, Jai Guru, Jai Guru.
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Oct. 25Bangalore

Yesterday, aswedrove out to Sai Baba'sat Puttaparthi, we passed through an area called Nandi hills.
Therewasonehill that had atower at thetop. Swami V. said Queen Victoriahad madeavisit thereand
the tower commemorated that visit. Past that point | felt powerfully drawninward. | sat onthefloor
between two jump seatsin the back of thejeep. Onceinawhilel opened my eyesastwo dlits. | looked
out onthosehillsand thethought cameto me, “ Yogismeditateinthosehills’. Then, inwardly, | mentaly felt
their consciousnessonmine. Pure, clean, devoted minds. They werecommuning withmy mind, letting me
know of their existence. It wasabeautiful experience. | looked out again, saw therocky terrain, treesand
shrubsgrowing, small lakesat regular intervasand thought, “What awonderful placeto meditate, livinga
simplelife.” Theareaseemed blessed by those saintswho lived there, and it somehow felt anciently
familiar. | could easly fed drawntothisplace. Thisexperiencestayed withmeinapowerful way until the
darshan experience with Satya Sai Baba. Much later inour trip, | spoke of this experienceto Swami
Vishwanandaand heindicated he knew of such meditating yogisinthat area. Hespokeof it asif it were
not acommonly known thing, and helooked at mecurioudy when | spokeof it. Hesaid hewould takeme
toanareaheknew wherel could stay and meditate. | had thedesireto dothis, but Ram’scommand never
cameduringmy timeinindia

A few other details. Swamiji V. took usto see Sri Chakravati at Prasanthi Nilayam after SatyaSai Baba's
darshan. Hewasall love and kindness. Hewasthe onewho had arranged for our V1P treatment getting
into darshan. Chakravati isadistinguished looking man, beautiful features, and listened attentively as
Swami V. talked about coming in the early days, leeping on the bare ground in the same spot wherewe
had sat on marblefloors, and serving Bababy sweeping and doing janitoria work thereetc. Larry asked
Sri Chakravati about recommended books by Sai Baba. Hegaveuseach abook. Larry and | both got
booksof recorded talks of Sal Baba'sand Swamiji got Baba'slatest book onlove.

Jai Guru, Jai Ram.

Oct. 26

By Ram’'ssweet Gracewearrived at Ramanashram. O what peace upon entering the grounds! We met
awonderful saint, Ramana, grand nephew of RamanaM aharshi and president of the ashram. He ex-
plained heisnot the spiritud head, though | definitely felt while perhgpsnotintitle, heisinredity thecurrent
gpiritual head of thiswonderful ashram. He presented uswith some books by the great Master, Ramana
Maharshi, and wetoured the beautiful grounds. Thebuildingsare harmoniously designedin classical
Indian architecture. Monkeys, peacocksand other animals havethe run of thegrounds. Settled inwon-
derfully simple accommodations, we were warned not to leave anything outside asthe monkeyswould
think of it astheir own. Larry left our door openfor ashort time, only to find the monkeysrunning out of
theroom with cookies, off on amerry chaseto safety of high limbedtrees! Mealswere served whilewe
sat in seated rows, crosslegged. Serverscamewith stainlesssteel buckets, spooning out servings onto
bananaleaves. Thefood wasdelicious, obvioudy madewith the oneindispensableingredient, love.

By evening wewerewalking around the samadhi, theburia place, of RamanaMaharshi. Thesamadhi is
containedinalarger hal. Nexttoitisthesamadhi of RamanaMaharshi’smother. Theancient designand
inscriptions on thewalls of her samadhi makesoneto feel they have gone back thousands of yearsto
ancient Bharat, theorigina namefor India. Whilewecircled the samadhi in clockwisefashion, thepriests,
onaraisedinner platform, performed their sacred servicefor the Shivalingam. The Shivalingam repre-
sentsthe power of God that hasbrought all into creation. Theincantational tonesresonated deeply inthe



body and soul. Such aneffect | have never felt beforefrom chanting. The chanted Vedasare saidto be
designed to createavibration that changesthe cdlls of the body, mind and soul. Asl circumambulated the
samadhi, the chanting of the priest penetrated into me. Feeling my life energy withdraw frommy body, |
leaned in aphysicaly weakened state on therail of the samadhi overcomewith the Divinemood. Asthey
poured milk, water and curdsover the ShivaLingam | had to sit down against the outer wall of the hall
surrounding the samadhi. The power of the chanting, thetraditiond ritua enacted and theancient look of
thetempleall combined to cast apowerful spell that uplifted meinto ahigh state of consciousness.

| wasriveted inwardly in animpersonal state of mind. O supernal blessings! Who can describe such
states? My mind, while maintaining thishel ghtened state, wasthen drawn to Cate, who | inwardly knew
washaving difficulty. My mind easily melded with hers. Her body and mind overwhelmed by thevibra-
tion, | knew shewould be better off sitting next tome. Shewasout of my sight, but just then shelooked
around the corner of thewall where she had been ditting. Shelooked spiritualy distressed and asked, “ Do
| havetodothisall by mysdalf?’ | patted thefloor and motioned her next to me. Shecamebesideme, her
body shaking. Aswe sat together her body and soul calmed. Great shakti, the power of God and spiritual
Magters, cantemporarily overwhemthedevotee. But, the changesin the atomic structure of the body and
thefiner subtle astral body stand as permanent blessingsfor theaspirant of God. Andtruly, wewereall
blessed by our visit to this sacred site of the great M aster, RamanaMaharshi.

Oct. 26 Bangalore

Back from Ramanashramwitha*“day off.” InBangalore, | have sometimetowrite, email and rest this
body. Swami V. wasatopic of conversation last night after hisleaving. Hehasseento our deluxelodging
hereat Bangaore™, to our knowledge at no cost tous! Everywhere we go wefind devoteeswho love
and respect him. Heaso freely elucidates storiesfrom the Ramayanaand other Indianlore. Healways
speaksthetruth, and hasour best interest in mind. Therearea so timeswhen there have been clashes of
personditiesand cultures. Suchisthemixed nature of theworld.

O Ram, Your mixed nature of creationisever hereto expose any attachmentswe might
haveand to remind usthat our solereliance can beupon Youadone. Youaresokindinal
Your expressions, despitetheir appearance. It callsupon usto surrender at times, useour
will a times, suffer at timesand rejoice at times. None of these statesaffect our real and
eterna Nature. Aslong asweidentify withtheexterndsof life, itisfilledwithdudity. Only
by letting go of our attachment to thisbody and the alternating currents of thisworld can
weenjoy our real Nature. For every pleasureinthisworld, thereisapain, every up hasits
down. Thisisthetruth of creation.

Oct. 30 Stopped on thetrackson theway to Puri
Thetrainenginestopped deadinitstracks! Thisisindial Wehavebeen onthetrain sincetwo nightsago.

Oct. 31 Puri

Timetowritehasbeen preciouslittle. Andwearepreparingtogonow, soitseems. Again, littletime. Our
purposein coming to Puri isto see Sri Yukteswar’'sKerar Ashram. PryaNath Kerar was Sri Yukteswar’s
name previousto taking sannyas. | believeit was Master, and hisbrother Sananda, who designed the
samadhi templeafter Sri Yukteswar’smahasamadhi in 1936 at this seaside hermitage. Oh, to enter those
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precincts brings such peace and upliftment! Sri Yukteswar’s Presence continuesinthisplace. Articlesof
devotion litter the samadhi building floor, ahooded serpent of brassraisesitshead to peer at themarble
embossed imageof Sri Yukteswar. My spineand gjnawerelit with adeep mystical Light. The power of
God pulsated intheroom likeaspiritual atomic reactor. O what peace, joy! Thenext day, today, an early
morning walk onthebeautiful beach. Met Phyllisalittlelater whilewalking and went toward acrowd on
thebeach. Wemet two coupleswho traveled from Orisato the famous Jagannath temple hereat Puri. We
talked about the Jagannath Templeand they described their pilgrimagetoit. They had cometotheBay in
order to bathe before going againto thetemple. They asked usto join and we splashed and frolicked in
thefoam with wild abandonment. Oh, weplayed inthat water! Wemen doveandrolled inthewaves,
hanging on to each other when the strong under tow pulled usout. Thewomen sat in shallow water and
bathed. Some patternsof male-female preferencesseemtobeuniversal. Thisevent seemedto meto be
Sri Yukteswar cometo usasboundlessjoy! A sideof thegreat Master’s nature undiscovered by meup
‘til then. Suddenly one of the men engaged a boy on the beach who sold littleimagesin abox. He
bargained, walked away, then called the boy back and purchased theimage. Hesigned hisname...

November 1 Rockingtrain to Calcutta

...and gavetheimages of Lord Jagannath, hissister and older brother tome. We bade goodbyeto our
immortal friendsand back to Karar Ashram. Wemissed Swami Yogeshwar, the current ashram swami,
but again visited those sacred precincts. Oh, blissful time. Thevibration of hissamadhi istremendous.
Thebody relaxes, consciousnessraisesto spiritua realms,

O Sri Yukteswar, | havetraveled herefor onereason. Give methegraceto desire God
alone. Reved tometheUniversa Vision and makemeonewithyouinthat redlization.

Such was my prayer. We planned to leave on the train this same night. For some reason our train
reservationscould not bemade. All God'swill. Back to theashram and thistime Swami Yogeshwar was
back. Helet usgo into Sri Yukteswar’s bedroom. The great Master’s bed was still there and the
vibrationsweresothick that | felt wewere swimming inaseaof spiritua power. Theswami amost had
permanent residents, asnone of uswantedtoleave! Over tothemeditationhall. A pictureonthewall that
struck meassimilar to the crucifixion of Christ wasof Sri Yukteswar after mahasamadhi! Master and
another devotee each had an outstretched arm on Sri Yuketeswar while hewas seated in |otus posture.
Therewasaso apicture of Lahiri Mahasayaas| had not seen, with beard and halo! Wonderful. We
bought booksand pictures. Back tothe samadhi. Againsailing on spiritua skied wings.

ORam, You arrangedl schedulesexactly asthey should be. You provided notrain sothat
we might receive spiritual darshan again and these picturesand books. And, gourmet
foodinthebargain! Oceanair, swimmingintheocean, everything. Suchisthe Beauty of
our lifewhenitisturned over to You.

We arenow on our way to Calcuttafor a5 day stay. Part of Ram being our tour guide wasthe exact way
helooked after every detall of thetrip. Larry had madeamistakeandtold our hostsin Calcuttawewould
be there on the second of November. If we had made the train we ended up missing, wewould have
arrived on thefirst of November. Our hostswould not have known of our coming. So Ram madeall
arrangements perfectly so we arrived on the second, when they expected us. God takes care of al our
needs! Jai RamJai Guru



Nov.6 Calcutta - Kali Ghat

A day off - well needed! Travelingistiringtothephysica body. Theinundation of varied mental/emotiona
forms can bewearing on the psychic body. Yesterday wedroveto Belur Math where Vivekanandabuilt
asamadhi for hisbel oved Master, RamakrishnaParamhansa. What beauty inthat structure. Largeinside
arches, solid cut stonesfor foundation and arching domes pointing to the heavens. Wewalked themarble
stepsand floor to thefocus of thissamadhi, final resting place of one of the great avatarsof recent history.
Genuflecting beforethe carved image of Ramakrishna, dressed in agold robe, seated in hisclassic pose,
onecanfed thedevotional mood of the devoteesand the spiritually charged environment.

| then took aseat with other devoteesin front of the shrine. Sitting eastern style on the marblefloor |

enteredinto aninterior state. | felt thevoid between myself and thisgreat saint. For twenty years| have
thrilled at the recorded sayingsin the Gospel of S'i Ramakrishna by Master Mahasaya. Now | have
cometotheplaceof hisburia. Inwardly | petitioned for hisgrace. | clearly heard histhoughts: “ Still the
mindand heart.” | briefly worked on stilling them and they easily becamequiet. | then “saw” the Master
withmy inner eyein hisseated pose. Likethe devoteewho worked all day and thendept at the Master’s
feet, | lay my head on hislap. Oh, what sweet communion! | sat asababeonitsmother’slap and drank
inthe sweet nectar of hispresence. Peace and spiritual oneness pervaded time and space. For along
time, | stayedinthat pose. When | opened my eyesthe doorsbefore the outer imagewere closed and the
other devotees were gone. Where had the time passed? Thereisnotimein that asana®! Timeless
onenesswasall that was present. My breaking heart cannot contain all the blessingsbestowed onme. |

fed asthough my great Guru hasgone before meand prepared theway with rose petalled blessingsfor dl

the sacred places| have cometo see. Of myself, | know | am nothing. But she hasindulged my every
spiritua whim. Swami V. hassaid | would bedrawnto Indiaagainand again. | donot know. But | dofed

that thispilgrimageisafulfillment of my dreamof India

Nov. 7

Intermsof saints, | have met afew. Swami Satchidanandacertainly isat thetop. Satya Sai Babawas
referred to by Mataji asKrishna. | could not arguewith thisappellationand | feel greatly blessed by his
darshan. Swami Vishwanandaiscertainly agreet sage of learning and hasgivenfreely of hisknowledge.
We had darshan of the President of the Ramakrishna-Vivekananda Society, and he had awonderful aura
about him. Sri Chakravarty of Aurobindo Ashram, whomwemet in Haridwar had apure and wonderful
feeling about him, Swami Nityanandaof Dwarahat and so many sincere and devout souls. Who knows
what hidden wealth of spiritual jewelsmay lie behind the human maskswe see? All, all liesbehind, and
manifeststhrough the human. Sometimesthe power and beauty of God shinesso brilliantly it piercesthe
vell of separation and upliftsand purifiesthe heart and mind of al. Theemphasisthusfar hasbeenonthe
rigorsof travel with thefulfillment of reaching sacred places, charged by saintseither from the present or
thepast. Divinely inspired pilgrimage changesthevery body cellsand purifiesthe soul of worldly attach-
ments. All effort and painin gettingto aspiritually illumined destination seemsinsignificant once one
arrives. What isplayed outinapilgrimageisanidentical patternto theway of spiritual realization. It
teachesusto bear dl difficultieswith detachment and that pleasure and pain occur asnatural consequences
of being in thisbody. When an aspirant focuses the mind on God, then pain becomes bliss and the
destination of Spiritual Consciousnessobliteratesall difficultiesencountered a ong theway.
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Nov. 8

Inadditiontotheliving saintsand God-Beings| have met sofar, the pilgrimage hasincluded thevisiting of
sacred sitesblessed by towering spiritual personalitiesof thepast. At Belur Math | visited Ramakrishna
Paramhansa' s samadhi temple. Also onthegroundsarethe samadhi templesof Swami Vivekananda,
SaradaDevi (Ramakrishna sholy consort) and Rakal (Swami Brahmananda) that wereinspiring to be-
hold. Inbowing to Swami Vivekananda simage at hissamadhi it dawned on mewhat gratitude | felt
toward him. He had bravely cometo the West asafore-runner of Paramhansa Y oganandaas he spread
hismessage of hisvision for theworld and the spirit of Ramakrishna. Thesegreat God-Beingscameat a
timethat devotion and spirituality were under assault in Indiaby Western valuesand rationalism. Tapping
afount of spiritual blessingsfrom hismaster, Ramakrishna, Vivekanandahelped turnthetidenot only in
India, butinthe West also. Whether theinfluence of these great mastersinspiresoneto follow intheir
footsteps, or they strengthen oneintheir own spiritual path, such mastersrel easeagatethat allowsaflood
of gracetodl receptivesouls. Truly, Belur Mathisagreat outpouring of thesesaint’ sblessngsand grace.
Beautifully kept groundsand grand monumentsreflect the purity of spirit that resdesthere.

Onto Dakshineswar, resdence of Ramakrishnaduring hislifetime. Wending our way through thebeggars
and vendors, wefound ourselves magnetically drawn to Ramakrishna sliving quarters. Kept asashrine,
onecan seetheorigina bed and cot of themagter. Pilgrimseither walk throughthisshrineor stay tosit and
meditate. We sat at thefoot of thebed of thistruly great God-man. Upon leaving theroom Swami V. and
| weregivenflowersby thepriest. Personswho came after usasked for the same but the priest |ooked at
them impassively. Ramakrishna sgrace continued to shower uponme. OntotheKadi* temple. Inthe
crush of pilgrims, atemple priest came out of the crowd and escorted Swamiji and | around the crowd,
through aside door and weweretakento thefront for aview of thefamousKali figure.

OLord, suchisYour kindnessand grace!

Onto Yogananda s Y SS Ashram near Dakshineshwar. Beautiful groundswere explored and we had a
picniclunch next to Ganga. On our way back we stopped again at Master’ sboyhood home at 4 Gupar
Road. Ohwhat blessingsto bein the attic shrine once again where Master had the vision of the Divine
Mother and place of hisearly sadhanal What atreasureto beinthelovely company of Hare Krishna,
Yoganandgji’ ssaintly nephew.

Nov. 11 Veranasi (previously Benaresand beforethat Kashi)

It hasbeen difficult keeping up onthisdiary, but yesterday Swami V., Larry and Cateleft for other places.
Swami V. to Delhi, Larry and Catefor Anandashram. Our group pilgrimage so long planned isnow
officidly over! Time, being God'splay dough, gets molded accordingto Hisdesign. Immediately upon
entering Benares| felt aholy vibration hereand knew | liked thiscity. Somemakethe claimthat Benares
isthe oldest continuously inhabited city intheworld. But | am hop-scotching ahead. First our visitto
Srirampur (previously known as Serampore) near Calcutta. Cate’'s condition of lung congestion had
grownworseduring our trip, and in particular in the precincts of Cal cuttadueto thethick pollution of
traffic. Werented an air conditioned Ambassador, that accommodated only three plusthedriver very
comfortably. So, Phyllisand Swamiji, bothtired, stayed behind. Through narrow, crowded bumpy streets
wetraveled to Serampore, family home and templeof Sri Yukteswar. Arriving without addressor direc-
tions, silent prayerswent out to the omniscient Master for guidance. Larry leading the charge, had the
typical gathering of six or eight passers-by al encircling him onthe sidewalk, each with different ideas of
wherewe should go, all talking in high speed Bengali! Finally aconvincing voicedirected our excellent



driver through narrower lanes, through leftsand rights, suddenly the sign for thetemplewas spotted aswe
droveby.

Workers at the temple unlocked the door and again we enjoyed the peace and joy of Sri Yukteswar’s
spirit. Againl wasstruck by the sweet peace of this God-man. Thethought cameto methat hispromise
of no more scolding wordsto Master, said at thetime of hisresurrection, may have extended to further
generationsof devotees, for the peaceand joy are 0 pervasivetoday! Wevisited thehomeof Yogananda's
unclewho exploded at Master for daring to ask for theuse of hisservant for histriptothe Hima ayas(story
fromA of Y), and down to the bathing ghat where Sri Yukteswar used towalk. Theghat isguarded by
small Vishnu and Shivatempleson either sdeand agiant Banyan standsasasilent sentingl. | asked about
thelocation of thetreewhere Sri Yukteswar met Babgji, but our guide did not know, perhapstheancient
Banyan?Off tolunch and back tothetemplesite. Permissontoenter Sri Yukteswar’sancestral homewas
granted by thefamily, arare privilege according to Hare Krishna. We reverently followed the stepsup to
the bal cony, so often tread by Sri Yukteswar and Master. Oh what sanctity thereisinthosewallsand
floors. Now occupied by family members, who gracioudly alowed usto enter hisbedroom. Wordsfail to
describethethrill inthe heart that cameinrealizing we stood in the sameroom where the Divine Dramaof
the Master-discipletraining unfolded. Evenasl think about it now, thrillscometo me.

Not sorry to leave the noise and congestion of Calcuttathe next day, wetraveled by trainto Benares,
considered themost sacred city inIndia. Thethreewheeled rickshaw ridethrough busy streetsdoes not
disappoint. Behind all theclamor isaspiritual vibration. Thethought, “I likethiscity,” comesclearly to
mind. Atlast wearriveat Sri ParamanhangsaRamaHriday Das Ashram and school for boys. We have
beenprovided® avery nice apartment suite situated above the boy’s school, who are busy learning Vedas
etc. Dally pilgrimagesto Lahiri Mahasaya shome brought varying messagesfrom neighbors. “Banamali
(Lahiri Mahasaya sgrandson and current owner of thehouse) isin Calcuttaduetoillness,” verifying what
HareKrishnahadtold usin Cacutta. Banamali’sson, weweretold, wasstaying thenight at hisfather’s
home. A neighbor said, “comeat 6:00am.” Wedid. Wefound no oneat home. Thesameneighbor later
told us, “Hecamejust after you left, comeback later.” Wedid. Wemadeour daily pilgrimagetothegreat
magter’shousedl timesof theday. Findly aneighbor offered, “I will call him, hewill behereinten minutes,
wait.” Wedid. Later wearetold, “Hedoesnot have permissionto let otherscomein thehouse. You may
not enter.” Final words. Withanachein my heart weleft. My first disappointment, my first closed door.
Why here? | havefdt so closetothisMaster, especially for the past two years. Theway to hishouse, the
brickslining the narrow lane areinddibly imprinted on my memory. Wereturned yesterday with anote
explaining | mailed aletter from Americaand perhaps Banamali had left permission for usto enter by
name. Weweretold by the kind neighbor to come back in oneor two months! Oh cruel time.

One compensation cameas| sat on the steps acrossfrom thefront door where* B. Lahiry” marked the
gpot. Whilesitting on the steps, in deep meditation, | saw inaclear vision Lahiri Babaopen thedoor and
lead meinto theinner courtyard. Thekind Master Babagave mehisblessingsinthisway. Later, upon
leaving, | touched my right hand to the step and then to my forehead and felt the vibration of those sacred
steps. | thenleaned against thewall, even as| had seen apasser-by do. Thevibrationinthat wall, so
wonderful, vibrant. Tearscomeat thethought.

Swami V. had said that tearsare spiritua when they comefrom the outer part of the eye or the mid-part of
theeye. Inthepast | had noticed that whenin aspiritual mood tears camefrom the outer part of theeye,
but had never heard that explained before.
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Omy longingfor theUniversa Visonisonly intengfied by thisdenial.
Lord, absorbthislittleself into Thy Great Self so | may bewith You dways.
Om Tat Sat

Nov. 29 Anandashram

Thetrainridedownthistimeafforded usthe* express’ routefrom the north to Anandashram we had been
detoured fromthefirst time. Onthetrainfrom Benares| camedownwithacold. Haf of onenight | spent
inchills, with uncontrollable shaking, and the other half in high fever that eventual ly brokeinto swest that
soaked my sheets. Whilethefever burned, | told God, “ Don’t sparethewood, let’sburnital!” Inpan
and bliss| laughed asthefireroared! Whenthemindisfixed on God, whereisthereroomfor fear or
didike? All experiencescomefromtheall pervading, infinitemind. Whenthisisclearly experienced,
unsurpassing peace becomesthe hallmark of the aspirant. Experienceintheworld isnot shunned nor
sought after. Now, the devotee is made to move, think and speak by the everlasting flow of Divine
Consciousness. |nunbroken continuity, life becomes pervaded by the Super-Conscious. All glory tothe
Infinite, ever blissful Self. A few dayslater wejoined Kathy, Elaine, Larry and Cateat Anandashram. Two
dayslater Kathy and Elaineleft for home, rich with experiences. A few daysafter Larry and Cateleft for
home. | feltlikeaparent seeing my children off safely.

With sickness hanging over both Phyllisand me, weleft for Kanniyakumari. “Why”, asked Swami
Satchidanda, “ Areyouleavingwhenyou aresick?’ “Ram’scommand’ ismy smplereply. Ontheway
welearned thetrain tracks have been covered with mud and we will need to take abusfrom Trivandrum
onward. Whileonthetrain, | sat next to aman and struck up aconversation. God showed mehewasan
alcohoalic, but hewasagood man and could quit. During the course of our conversation | boldly said,
“Why do you need that?’ Pointing to apaper bag | knew contained a hidden bottle of alcohol. | said,
“Godwantsyoutoquit!” (Thiskind of talk isquiteaiento me, but | wasbeing infused with aninner
command). Hereplied that othershad said that a so, but hetook it from methat it was God speaking to
him. “Further,” | said, “ Godtold meyou areagood man.” Withtearsfilling hiseyes, heasked meto come
todinner a hishouseandtell hiswifeand children what God had told me about him. Hesaid hewould quit
on December 18. | said, “When you make up your mind and surrender to God, you will beableto quit.”

O Lordof Infinitemercy, You useyour humbleservant inthe most marvel ousways.

At Trivandrum, John Joseph and hisbrother-in-law areat thetrain station to meet useventhoughitislate
at night, andthetrainisrunning severd hourslate! Wemet John (an IndianwhoisaChristian) whileonthe
train coming from Bombay to Anandashram. Hehad offered tolet ususehiscomputer andinternet access
from hishomeif we should cometo Trivandrum. Phyllishad sent afax but we had not heard back, sowe
did not expect to seehim. John saw ustoahotel. Hehadinvited usto hishomethat night to meet hiswife
but Phylliswasnot feelingwell. Thenext day hisbrother-in-law showed usall around the city and out to
Kovaam Beach, famousfor itsbeauty. Phylliswished to stay there sowetook lodgingsinasmal hotel on
thebeach. Theseaar wasvery beneficia for our clogged lungsand sinuses. That night John, hiswifeand
childrenjoined usfor dinner out at our invitation. Weintended totreat themfor dinner for al their kindness.
But John turned thetables. Heknew the owner of the restaurant and we were told our money wasno
good there. Wehadtoyield and felt asif “the guest were God”. Suchloveand service. Theheartis
overwhelmed at such kindness. John had reserved our busticketsfor Kanniyakumari. Hisbrother-in-law
wanted to pay for the bustickets, but weinsisted that we pay. What can onedo with such hospitality but
givethankstotheultimate Author of al giving?



Withdl obstaclesovercomewearrived at Kanniyakumari. It wasat thismost southern point of Indiathat
Vivekanandahad avision of thehistory of spiritual Indiareved itself through hisinner visionlikeamotion
picturefilm. Hehadthe question, what destiny did he have, and how tofulfill it? Thevison answered both
questions. From thisplace he proceeded to Chicago,USA to giveaspeechinfront of aReligiousLiberds
Conference. Hehad suchlittlemoney hedept inacattle car inthetrain yardsthe night before his speech.
The speech made such a sensation that he became famous overnight. Hewasflooded with requeststo
giveother talksin other partsof the country. Thus, it wasat this southern most spot of Indiawherethree
great bodies of water cometogether, the Arabian Sea, the Indian Ocean, and the huge Bay of Bengal, that
Vivekanandareceived theinspirationto revive the karmayoga path of loving serviceto onesfellow man
and renewed appreciation for the Vedas, ancient scripturesof Bharat, India.

Wefound an agreeable hotel and the next day boarded aboat that took usto therock where Vivekananda
meditated. Itiskept asamuseum, not atemple, with policewith whistlesto keep people moving. The
“meditationroom” had alighted “Om”* sign that changed every minute. All wereinstructed not to stay
longer than onerotation! Most people seemed to bethere more astouriststhan pilgrims, and therewasno
gpaceto bequiet or meditate. It created alessthan divinely charged atmosphere. Weleft. Disharmony
broke outsidethe hotel werethereweretwo long verba fightsduring theday, the VivekanandaKende had
no discernable spiritual feding, and wewere both exhausted from travel and sickness. At thislow point
Phyllis said she had suspected thetrip would not be good by the“signs’ of difficulty in getting here. For
instance, the mud slide on theroad, etc.. Sherelated it to the disappointing trip to Brindaban. She
concluded it had been amistaketo come. | told her | did not makedecisionsof “togo” or “nottogo” by
such outer signs. Much more, | did not judge the success of apilgrimage by the apparent outcome of it
fedling“good” or even“spiritua”. Thefact was, thisvigt fulfilled theinner command | hadtovisital the
four cornersof India | felt satisfied and completeinthat. | wasgladto arrivein Kanniyakumari; | wasglad
togo. But such outer signsarefor thelower mind. When oneisattuned to God, “ successand failure”

cannot bejudged by the ever changingworld.

Asl now writeabout this, | anthinking of Jesus'slife. By al worldly standardshedied atotd failure. By
spiritua standards, hislifewasan unparalleled success. No one can gainsay the spiritual successof any
endeavor except to say it fulfilled God'sinner command. Transcending al menta and worldly standards,
aspiritual act andsthetest of timeand goesbeyond worldly judgement. Thefulfillment of thepilgrimage
now done, Phyllisand | went separateways. Sheto Bangalore, and I, back to Anandashram.

Beforewedeparted, | asked her if the pilgrimage had beenfulfilling for her. Shesaidthat incomingtoIndia
shehad asher only god to help and protect me during the pilgrimage. Inadditiontothat, shesaid sheaso
learned many thingsabout herself. | said | thought she had fulfilled her first goal perfectly. My deep
gratitude goesout to her for al shedid to makethistrip possiblefor me. She hasserved Mother inthis
formto perfection. Phyllishassought to serveMother inall shedoes. | have been thefortunate recipient
of her loving service, and | fedl it hasbeen agreat privilegetotravel with her, notonly inIndia, butinlife
together as Guru bhai and Guru bhien sadhakas.

Now | am back at Anandashram. | arrived yesterday and am making the transition from traveler to
becoming moreoutwardly still, centered in God through inner sadhana. | continueto have some coughand
congestion, but most of it hasworked itsway through. 1t hasbeen very purifying. | am have been eating
only dairy, riceandfruit. Curdsor milk withricel get at the ashram canteen, and thefruit | buy inthetown
of Kannangad. Themind and body areabit restless, trangitioning from the ceasel essdemands of travel to
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ashramlife. | havefelt helplessin knowing how to proceed with my sadhana. | amtotally surrenderedto
Godinthis, asinal matters. Beinginthe presence of Swamiji alwaysactsto uplift my spirit. Tonight |
came across him on hiswalk whilel wason mine. He singled me out of the crowd, as| followed him
behind the others, and told meall about the ashram, the history of building homesfor thepoor etc. Hegave
methisspecia attention at atime | was struggling to calm the energy inmy body. | became calmaswe
walked and talked. Later | sat under the bright moonlight when thelightswent off and it calmed my
passions, thisrestlessenergy. Inthisway | settled the dynamic energy of travel and madeatransitionto
ashramcam.

Oinfinite Lord, guide me perfectly to Your Divine Feet. Purify me, sanctify thisbody,
mind and soul in Thy radiant Light and make me see Thy Universal Vision now and a-
ways. Aum, Tat, Sat.

Nov 30. Anandashram

God, inthisform, assumed an attitude of ignorance upon arriving at theashram. Itfeltitsalf to be separate
fromthe Sdf, and desirenatureroseup. Oh, theinfiniteplay of Spirit! Withall intensity | sought to arise
fromthat ignorance. Last night thegraceof Swamiji helped. | meditated at hisfeet from 8:00t0 9:00 PM.
| wastold later no onemeditateswith him during those hours. Somehow | wasallowed. Thismorningthe
Gitasad:

Arjuna, whatsoever being, animate or inanimate, isborn, know it as emanated from
the union of Ksetra (Matter) and the Ksetrajna (Spirit).

He alone sees, who see the supreme Lord asimperishable and abiding in all perish-
able beings, both animate and inanimate.

For, hewho kills not himself by himself by seeing the supreme Lord, equally present
in all, as one, thereby reaches the supreme state.

And he alone sees, who sees all actions being performed in every way by Prakriti
alone, and the Self as the non-doer.

With thisreading | cameto see | had seen myself asthe doer. This moment in sadhana created the
impression| “needed” to make something happentoreadizeGod. Only thevision of thesupremeLordkills
theego, even asalight turned on eliminatesthe darkness. | wasto becomethe child, wholly dependent on
Infinite Grace. Desireadoneremained. | went to Matgji’s Samadhi and prayed:

O Universa DivineMother,

Absorb meinYour vast Being.

Make mewhole, without asecond.
Createinmedesirefor You aone.

May | seedl women asthe DivineMother.

Duality hasmade me separatefrom You,

Made meto seek Youinothers;

But You areever resdingwithinme.

Awaken metothis Truthinbody, mind and soul.
At Your feet | ask for Your Infinite Grace.



Inner scene after sceneof previoustemptation went beforemy mindseye. With eachtemptationtheDivine
Mother changedit so astorevea her pure, spiritual Saf resdingineachform. Sincereregret cameintomy
heart for each trespass.

O Mother, make my sadhanapure, and for those who |ook to meto bethe example, may
| lead them correctly and not into error.

| thenreadinthe” Great Swan” aparaphrase of Ramakrishna's:
“Themain obstacleto yoga, or conscious union with Satchidananda, are conventiona
thoughtsontheinstinctivelevel, suchas“l ammale” or “| anfemale.” Fromtheseas-
sumptionsarise abstract notions, such as* | need asexua and emotiona partner to fulfill
me.” Theconfining structuresof wealth, power and hierarchy then begin to multiply un-
controllably. Trueyogabecomes possible only when the mind and heart are purified —
blissfully emptied of al thesehabitua assumptionsand fantasies.”

| thenwrote:
O Preserver of the Light, you areremoving theveilsof ignorancethat cover thissoul like
theremovd of layered sheathscovering abrilliantly shining sword. You aresetting mefree
inYour Spirit. | have assessed my desires and thereis no desire other than for You.
Tempt meas You might, cover mewithignorance, and Your Light will dwaysemergefrom
every encasement.
Aum Sri Ram Jai Ram Jai Jai Ram

December 1

Swami Notes: Today afamily was speaking of their father’sdeath. Swami Satchidananda: “ Did he suf-
fer?’ Devotees. “Hedid not suffer. Hewasin good health until thelast day. He had loose bowels, we
took himto the hospital, wherehedied. Eventhough hedid not recognize us, hewas chanting Ram Nam
‘il thelast. Hislipscontinued to move, dwayschanting. (How wonderful that heremembered God, even
when hedid not remember hisown children. Thiscould only betheresult of alife-long pattern of remem-
brance.) Swamiji: “It wasgood he cameto theashram just before hispassing. 1t waslikeheknew it was
coming, theway he said goodbyeto everyone.” (Suchalovdly attitudetoward thetransition of asoul from
theearthly body to the heavenly one.)

Last night aSatya Sai Babadevoteewastd ling of adifficult busrideto Bangalore. Shewrote Swamiji that
it waslikegoing from heaven, theashram, to hell, thebusride. Hewroteback, “ Oneand ahalf pages!”
Shesaidinan agitated voice, about seeing al her experienceswith equa vision. | interjected, “Oh, hewas
taking your vision higher.” Sheshot back angrily, “1 don’t care!”

Olord, You show mein so many formshow the ego getsin theway of
complete surrender. Please blessmethat | may put asideall anger, dis-
tastes, didikesand surrender myself to You. You manifest such attitudes
through othersthat | may clearly seethe obstaclesin myself. Thank You
for Your loving kindness.
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Yesterday: A father witharebellious, angry, seventeen year old son Sitting next to him said, “ Swamiji, say
how aboy should beinthefamily and asastudent.” Swamiji, “A child'sfirst concern should behisstudies,
todo hisbest. He should respect his parents, and do asthey ask.” Father, “ And when he getsangry.”
Swamiji, “Heshould spend time praying to God, then hewon’t get angry. Lack of respect for parentsis
common these days, and that happens to the teachers also. If thereis no respect for the parents or
teachers, thenthechildwill haveadifficult time. If you cannot respect others, lifewill bedifficult. Andthe
parents should bedevoted to God. If thechildisto be spiritual, the parentsmust be devoted to God.” The
Father nodded hishead and the son listened intently. Swamiji had taken specid interest inthat boy the day
before. It wasthesameday the boy had arrived and he had cometo see Swamiji by himsalf. Later | heard
the boy saying to the receptionist he wanted to ask Swamiji questions so he could arguewith him. The
receptionist had said she wanted to be therefor the boy’sinterview. Over the next week | saw what a
wonderful influence Swamiji and the ashram hashad on thisboy ashe cameto have great love and respect
for Swamiji.

Dec. 1-cont-

Since coming to the ashram, temptation has been searching me out. | went to Mother Krishnabai’s
samadhi and prayed to her to absorb and reunite mein the Divine M other, so that | would have no thought
of anyoneelse. Shegraced mewith thismovement upward in consciousness. Onvariouslevels| have
gonethrough thistemptation. Eacharefamiliar tome. Thefirst temptationisthedesireto have someunion
with someone with whom thereisasexual attraction. Oncethat isovercome, asecond, more subtle,
desirearisesto bewanted and adored by another. Of course eachlevel correspondswith subtle or not so
subtleenergy within oneself aswell aswith another. If thesetemptationsaretranscended then athird level
comesintheform of thoughtsof adeeper nature, for instance, thoughtsof past life connectionsand psychic
attunement. Thefina temptation comesregardinginsghtsconcerning that one, that appear highly “spiri-
tua” innature. Each of these are delusive not becausethey are necessarily untrue, but, becausethey take
onefromtheultimategoa of complete Realization. If thesetemptationsareworked through, thentheback
of that energy isbroken; the beast dies. One must bewary of these desires, who, likeavillain of the
movies, resurrect themselves after seemingly being dead and comeback tolifeonceagain.

A clear, uncompromising resolvemust be had. Theimpersonal sword of wisdom must cut clear all sense
of attachment. Jesussaid that to eventhink of your neighbor’swifewithlust ishaving committed adultery.
Thisreflectsthelaw of mind that statesthought, the causal plane of consciousness, isthe beginning of
creation. Whatever wehabitudly think on, that wewill creste. Animportant notefor al aspirants: anytime
that sadhana (our search for Truth) isabout to degpen, temptation, prior habits, and obsessonswill riseto
knock oneoff thepath. Only the most steadfast attitudewill prevail during thesetimes. Long experience
on thispath hasrevea ed to methese hard won lessons. Desire naturedoesnot dieeasily.

The question comes, “how long doesthisstrugglelast?’ Theanswer isthat it lastsexactly aslong asit
takesto purify the consciousnessof al desire nature and attachment, both of the consciousand subcon-
sciousminds. Onemust cut off thelifegiving energy of themind'sattention by giving al, surrenderingal,
dedicating all at thefeet of the Lord. By thismeansonly will victory come about. Perhaps centuries,
lifetimesof salf-created attachment will beworked through. Individualsmay show upinour lifethat giveus
the opportunity towork out past karmic attachments, or they may smply resonatewith thevibration within
that isready tobeworked out. Itisonly through the Grace of pre-existent Perfected Consciousnesswithin
that desirenatureistranscended. A firmand clear will isneeded, then Gracewill completethework. It
maly seem an overwhelming task, but onething isthereto save us. the Perfect Consciousnessthat resides
withinusall. Itisbrought into our conscious lives by deep and persistent prayer. Itisnot that this



ConsciousnesswithholdsItself fromus. 1t smply will not enter whereitisnot bidden. Many lifetimesof
focuson thisworld and the desire nature of the body haveleft this Supreme Consciousnesswithin dor-
mant. Onemust pray ardently to invokethat type of superior will. Then, and then alone, will theresplen-
dent nature of Spirit shineforth from every particle of Being of the sincere aspirant.

Om Sri Ram Ja Ram Jai Jai Ram

Dec. 2

Last night | sat ontheroof, invited by Babu. There also was RadhaKrishna, introduced by Babu asa
great sadhaka. Wetalked of blending the best of the culturesof East and West. | said that Christianity in
the West teachesitsfollowersto havefaithin God, agreat attribute, no doubt. What isnot taught isthe
god of consciousonenesswith God. “TheKingdom of Heaveniswithinyou,” taught Jesus, and “ behold
thekingdom of Heavenisat hand.” Besidesthelocation and immediacy of these statements, Western
Christianity hasalso forgotten many of the meansof realizing thisgreat state of Being aswastaught by
Jesusand many of hisdisciples. So, theultimategoa and themeansfor redizing thisgreat god areabsent.
What | did not say isthat the Protestants have d so diminated theideaof saintsor realized individuas. The
company of suchBeingsareinvauableaidsfor redizingthefind goa. Thepopularization of Easternideas
that embody thesetruthsin theWest may have the boomerang effect of reinforcing India sown heritageto
Herself. To many young Indianswho ook to the West for their pattern may find support for their own
Easterntradition. When pop idols, such asMadonna, are currently touting the Autobi ography Of A Yogi
asthebook toread, youthin Indiamay beinfluenced toreadit. Suchistheuniversality of God and His
play. RadhaKrishnathen sang asong of Krishnaholding ahilltop high abovefrightened cowsand cow-
herd boysduring aviolent stormto protect them. What abeautiful voice he sang the Ma ayalam words of
hisBeloved, under our very own bright moonlit night. One of many occas onswherethe moment seemed
filled with the potentia of al encompassing Spirit.

Thismorning something funny. The mandir startseach day with chantingat 5:30A.M. At6:100r 6:15a
man comeswith apot of teaand coffee. Most chantersleavethe mandir to havetheir teaand then return
tofinishtheir chanting. 6:10, thelead singer, astradition would haveit, handed off thetambourine and
another leadsthechant. Butwhat? Noman, noteal Slowly circling the outs de windows of the mandir
the sadhakas|ook for their missingtea. Thesinging becomesquieter in expectation of themissing ingredi-
ent. Oh, but if welonged for God with such yearning asthis cup of teal Searching eyes stop at the
windowsand doorsto reconnoiter for thetardy supplier. Finaly, many minuteslateheisspotted. A mass
exodusensuesastheir cherished beverageisgratefully consumed.

OlnfiniteBeloved, charmingisYour play, designed to bring asmiletothelips. May You
cresteinusdesireand yearning for You grester thanfor Your earthly comfortsand distrac-
tions. Giveusthesamedesirefor You asathief would havefor gold and richeskeptinan
unlocked room next to hisown! Make us have such desire, such greed, for Your Pres-
encedone. May it abidewithusaways.

Dec 3 13 %2 hoursfrom Seattle 2:23P.M.

Theashram becomesmore quiet after lunch. Thecustom for many Indiansisarest after lunch, avery nice
habit. 1 hour rest, thenat 3:00isone haf hour chanting beforeaone hour reading, mostly of Papa sworks
in English. Currently thereading consists of the Gita Sandesh, God Speaks, and The Gospel of Svami
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Ramdas. Thislast week, since my return, the readings have been from The Gospel of Svami Ramdas at
the point when M other and Father Hamilton were having conversationswith Papa. How carefully God
hasarranged for thesereadingsto happen just at my return. Today, beforerest, Mother’s presencewas so
closg, asif shewereintheroom. Thethought came, “ The Legend Room (at theBon Marchein Sesttle, a
place Mother used to loveto go for lunch) isnow alegend withinmy own field of consciousness.”

Thetemperatureisquitewarm, over 90 degrees, and humidity isover 80%. Thismorning Ram, whois
nearly 80 and | hiked up the hill behind the ashram starting about 5:30 AM. Thenearly full moonwas
setting and the sun rising on the opposite horizon was quitebeautiful. | went totown for somefruit and nuts
today and therewasamarch of the communist party, theruling party in Kerala, with many hundreds of
marchers. | have had conversationswith many people about Kerala, that ismaterially poor but highly
educated. Sentimentsexpressed are: “ Peoplein Keralaarelazy,” and, “they are educated but don’'t know
what todowithit.” Theunionsarevery strong here, demanding higher wagesthan eveninthebigcities.
Onebusinessman on thetrain told methat one day before he opened abusinessin Kerala, therewere
protestersout infront of hisstoredecrying the poor wages. He said he hadn’t even determined thewages
yet! Everyonetaksaround it but no onesaysthat the communistshavethewrong answer. Therewasone
busnessman at theashramthat said, “ Yes it failledin Russia, but they il think it will work here.” | believe
thecommunist party preyson people’ sfearshereasthey have everywhereelse: “Businessistheenemy,
government will distribute everything equally” istheir line. Meanwhile everyone getspoorer and poorer.
Classenvy isthelr stock and trade.

Itisafundamental ignorancethat ignoresthefact that businessand successful people create new wealth.
Microsoft’schairman Bill Gatesdid not sted hismoney. Yes, heissaidto beworth 18 billiondollars. And,
he has created the opportunity for over 3,000 employeesto becomemillionaires, aswell asnew wedthfor
stockholdersand the community. How? By providing aproduct peoplewant to buy. Thisisno crime, it
isawin/winscenario. Thisisafundamental lesson not yet learned by much of theworld, including many
American people. Muchismade of the disparity between therich and poor. Thisismeaninglessandis
meant only to breed classenvy. Arethoseinlower income bracketsbetter off than they have been before,
compared to their own previous standards? That isthereal question. Canthey buy or rent ahome? Do
they have enough food, clothes? When the question is asked, “ Are the poorest keeping up with the
wedlthiest of the country during growthtimes,” theanswer will cons stently comeback inthe negative.

Anytimethereisgrowth in the economy, thewealthiest will alwaysbeinapositionto grow faster. This
naturally createsmorejobsand opportunitiesfor al else. Therewill never beequality anongst al people
financialy. Nor shouldtherebe. Excellenceshould berewarded. A far moreinteresting questionisin
asking, “ Aretherelawsprohibiting equa opportunity?” Given equal opportunity to compete, the best will
excel over timeand equality will comeintheform of the chanceto excel inyour chosenfield, or tofail.
Thosewho havelessmoney will haveto do moreand work harder to getinto afield. But history proves
that over timethisstriving producesthe best people. Itisinthestrugglethat the musclesof body, mind,
emotion and spirit are strengthened. Too often the easy path producesweaklings. Spiritua giantshave
overcomeall obstacles, al personal wesknesses, dl socia conventionsin order to attaintheir lofty heights.
Thisproduceshumility and strength of will. Tothevictorinusal, may westriveto overcomedarknessand
negativity, and stand in the beauty of our own Light.

Om Sri Ram Ja Ram Jai Jai Ram



Dec. 3 -cont - 9:00 P.M.

At8:00PM. | approached thefront door of the building where Swami Satchitananda(S.S.) resides, this
timewith two Australian devotees of SatyaSal Baba's. They ask to enter and aretold, “No, Swamiji is
doing correspondence.” | sat ontheconcretehaf wall that surroundsthe porch, and listen to conversation
therewith devoteesabout |lemon grass, cashews, etc. Thisconfirmsto methat thetimel have been coming
for darshan - 8:00-8:50 PM. isrestricted to all others. After sometimeoneof S.S.’sintimatescomesto
the porch and says*“You can goinnow, and stay quiet.” | said, “Nowordsarenecessary!” Helaughed.
Thetwo ladiesstart tofollow mein. Hesays“No, only him.” | do not evenlook back, | amdrawnlikea
mothtoalight. Swamiji haspoured himsdlf out tome. Earlier that day aswesat in that morning satsang™,
Swamiji wastalking to alarge group who wereleaving the ashram. Swamiji had in hishand Temple
Culture, and said “ Do you haveit?’ | wassitting behind the woman he had been talking to and she said
“no.” | hadthe sense Swamiji had actually been asking me. Hethensaid, “ David, do you havethisbook?’

| said“No, Swamiji.” and he handed it to someonewho gaveit tothe“mother”. Hesaid, “ Get somemore,

giveoneto David.” Somuch grace. Othershave commented they have noticed his preferencefor me.

They say, “Wdll, of course Swamiji would let you dothat.” What to do? | have comebut for onereason.

Toredlize God. Every focusof hisattention | takeasablessing directly from God, and dueto Mother. In
fact, dl that | have, dl that | anisdueto Mother. Shehaspaved theway by payingthepricefor dl that has
been given me. My oneprayer, my Longing of the heart:

O Lord, purify thisbody, mind and soul to serve You perfectly.

TheLordismy dl inall. | have searched my desirenature, | find nothing but desirefor God. Just athread
hangsmeto thisbody consciousness. One stroke of God's Gracewill set mefree. What to do? Pray,
chant, meditate. Surrender all | amto God. Hang ontotheword of S.S., “You will get everything.”
Whichfor memeansGod. Am | specid to betreated thisway? No, only by receiving undeserved Grace
canthishappen. Am| happy to haveit? Yes, not at any other’sexpense, but to achieve God'swill. |
know that if it werein keeping with their higher good, they would be entering withme. Am | better than
they? Absolutely not. They aresinceredevotees, striving onthe path. | stood by my Guru, through thick
andthin, thatisal | can say, and that was by God and Guru’s Grace. And Mother hasabsol utely stuck by
meinthick andthin. 1 wish| could say | have been the perfect devotee. God knows| havenot. But, one
thing | can say, | haveasinceredesireto know God in the Universal Vision, and | have patience and
persstence. Will Swamiji, Papa, M other, Master, God deem meworthy of the ultimate Goa ? Timewill
tell. But onething. | will never giveup, never givein, never, never, never! | will seek toloveand serve God
inwhatever way | canuntil Heseesfit tototally transformthislump of clay into Hisimageand likeness, only
by HisGrace, Hislove. DivineMother acceptsall her children, and cannot turn away from onewho looks
only to Her for Her onelook:

Look tothisform O Mother. Turn Your gaze on meand bringthischildinto Your Light.
You have smiled at methrough Swamiji, graced mein HisPresence. Peer into my heart,
seeitslovefor You. You aonecandothework. Thereisnothing elsefor me. Om Sri
Ram Jai Ram Jai Jai Ram

Dec 4 3:00A.M.

Awakeand Ready! A peek out of doorsrevealsthe brightnessof full moon at itszenith. Ah, to meditate,
goupthemountain? | think to myself, “It'searly, maybel’ll go up themountainat 4:00.” Lying back
down onmy bed Papacomesto mind. “What would Papado? Hewould leavefor themountain, Ram’s
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command! Maybel’ll betired, maybe cold. Where do thesefearscomein? | am called uponto be
fearless, dispassionate to the body!” Up and dressed | head out. | stop by Papa' s samadhi to give
gratitudefor hisinfluenceonmy Life. Thelightsareoninthemandir when | stop by to pranam to Papa.
What isthis? Janthissweepingthefloors. “Hari Om! Jianth.” Hereplies, “ Youareup early,” thisfrom
amanwhoisdaily up a thistime. “1 amupthemountain.” Janth: “ Do you have Swamiji’ spermisson?’
| had not even considered seeking Swamiji’spermission. “No.” Janth: “ There are poisonous snakesup
there, maybeyou shouldn't go!” “Yesterday | went up therelooking for the darshan of acobra, | did not
getone.” Janth only shakeshishead, smilesand asksif | haveatorch (flashlight). “No, themoonwill be
my torch.” Helooksdubiousas| continuemy way. | jump over thelocked fenceand up thetrail to the
mountain.

Every rockislit by thefull moon light. Goingthewrong path | cometo ahouse, and retrace my stepsto
thewall. Up| gowith Ram Nam, my cotton bed cover and ashawl Swami Vishwanandagave mefor
meditation. Somebrisk climbing takesmetoaridge. | look back over thevalley and the moon lights
everythinginlight/shadow spellbinding wonder. Full moon, sacred to both Krishnaand Buddha. Krishna
for dancing under thefull moon with thegopis® , each one ecstatic with her multiple divinelover. And
Buddha, bornonafull moon, enlightened onafull moon, and left hisbody in Mahanirvanaonafull moon.
A thriceblessed day. A cooling breezeblowsall around me, bringing relief from the steep ascent. Onward
and upward! Quick steps, unerringly led by Ram brought meto thetop. Thesight ischarming, all the
valley litwiththeglory of thefull moon. | settleon acomfortable place ontherocksfor half lotusasana
Mute praiserisesto Himwho hascreated all; nay, Who hasbecomeall, yet remainstranscendent of it all,
springsfrom my heart. Lonely dogsjointhe praise by their long howls. Again, | haveno privileged
darshan of acobra. Animageof amountain lion comestomind. Oh, to havethat darshan! Theimage
turnsviolentinmy mind, thelion mauling me!

O Swegt InfiniteMercy, if Youwill it (themauling) so, thenletit be. Thereisnoroomfor fear when
all isdoneat the behest of the Divine Mother for the unqualified good of her attendant son. When
will I realize You O Lord? My only fear isthefear of not having Your Universal Vision.

In my mind'seyel focus on thefeet of Swamiji, as| do when meditating in hisroom. | amlostinHis
ecstacy. Thedrumsof chanterscomeswafting up themountainside. | try tothink of aversion of Sri Ram
that plays on atape during meals at the Ashram canteen. It does not come. Oh, how does that go?
Suddenly, over aloud speaker system somewherein thevalley below playsthat exact recording.

OLord, inYour Infinite Grace You look after my every whim. With humble gratitude,
your servant.

Hourslater | lay downfor abit and doze. Awake, back again! The moon shinesbright ahead of meand
orange streakstheopposing sky. Theinner darm clock hasawakened meontime. | re-position myself on
thehill to seeboth therising sunand setting moon. Thesunrisesover mist filled valleysand high hills, with
broad mountains on thefurthest horizon. A view to the other side showsthe moon disappearing into the
mist, just abovethe horizon over the Arabian Sea.

Ohwhat precious sightscome as part of Your manifest splendor. Hari Om, Hari Om,
Shanti, Shanti, Shanti



Dec. 4 -cont-
Back to the ashram after aclimb down. Sri Ram saw me and said, “ So you climbed the hill at three

0’ clock thismorning.” | said“ Thereare no secretsat theashram.” Laughing, hesaid “ Did you havea
torch?” “Themoonwasmy torch.” Sri Ram:*Yes, Pgpaand Matgji usedto climbthehill starting at exactly
thesametime, 30'clock A.M. Papawould climbitinthirty seconds.” “Well, ittook mealittlebit longer
thanthat.” What wonderful confirmation regarding Papa sinner directionto start at 3:00 A.M. and fedling
of hispresencefrom the moment of waking up, through the entire climb and my meditation time there.®

Victory to Ram, Victory to Papal

END OF PART 1
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DEVOTEESAND SAINTSMET ININDIA

98-9-27
98-9-27
98-9-27
98-9-27
98-9-27
98-9-28
98-9-28
98-9-28

98-9-29
98-9-30
98-9-30
98-10-2
98-10-2
98-10-8
98-10-9
98-10-11
98-10-11
98-10-12
98-10-14
98-10-19
98-10-24
98-10-24
98-10-26
98-10-26
98-10-27
98-10-31
98-10-31
98-11-6
98-11-6
98-11-6
98-11-9

Nedlu: guidesusto K eshashramwith Bill

Anand(a): our Y SShost/guide at Haridwar

Ra Kumar: our ddlightful friend and hel per. Haridwar

Sri Vijender Kumar Tyagi: security guard who met Babgji. Haridwar

Ashish: young yogi who started school for lepers' children. Haridwar

Dr. Bhagat: our host for Y SS satsang and loaned us car and driver. Haridwar
Sri Chakravaty Vijay: sweet Snging saint of Aurobindo Ashram. Haridwar
Swami PuruanandaGiri: Kriyayogi. Discipleof Swami Sadanandaand Yogananda.
Rishikesh.

Deshera: aDurgaholiday. Rishikesh

aKriyaswvami, disciplethrough Y SS. Rishikesh

97(?) Swami and accomplished yogi. Rishikesh

Swami Nityananda: Y SS Swami of Dwarahat Ashram. Dwarahat

T.K. Aurora from Punjab. Had spiritual vision of Swami Nityananda. Dwarahat
JitendraChadda: Skhfriendwho saved usat Agra

Sanjeev Mathur: related story of sadhu and thebus. Agra

Shirdi Sai Baba: darshan of samadhi temple. Shirdi

Pande: theexisting/non-existing friend directing usto Shirdi

Meher Baba: darshan of samadhi temple. Meherabad

Swami Satchidananda: Ashram Swami of Anandashram. Kanhangad

Swami Vishwananda: our guideinour pilgrimage. Anandashram

Satya Sai Baba: darshan for thousands. Puttaparthi

Chakravarty: Sai Babadevoteewho arranged our VIPtreatment. Puttaparthi
RamanaMaharshi Samadhi. Ramanashram

Sri Ramana: President Ramanashram

Yogi Ramsurat Kumar: Ashram near Ramanashram

Swami Yogeshwar: Karar Ashram Swami

Sri Yukteswar samadhi: Karar Ashram. Puri

Ramakrishna Paramhansa Samadhi: room at Dakshineswar. Belur Math
President: VivikanandaRamakrishnaSociety. Belur Math

HareKrishna: nephew of P. Yogananda. wonderful soul. Calcutta

Sri Yukteswar templeand original ashram. Serampore



ENDNOTES

1Spiritual (disciplineor practice) practicefor themeansof reaizing God.

“Means*“ Abodeof Bliss,” an ashraminthe south of Indiafounded by Swami Ramdeas.

3Meeting aholy person. Vision.

*PhyllisVictory, aco-discipleof minewith Mother Hamilton. Shehasserved asacenter leader and we
travel together on thisspiritua pilgrimage asspiritua brother and sister.

sGod’sname; one of theten avatars, form of addressamong sadhus.

sPiousor holy person. Monk, onewho hasrenounced worldly ties.

"Place of theremainsof asaint.

8A saintsor realized beings consciousexit of the body at the moment of death.

s0rganization in Indiafounded by Paramhansa Yogananda.

bFegtival, oncein 12 yearsto celebrate Devas sdrinking nectar.

1Compact car madeinIndia

2\/ison and blessingsof asaint or God.

3Nameof God.

uSal utations;, prostration.

15 Cloth men wear around thelower limbs.

8A meeting of devotees. Literally: Association withthewise.

A woman saint famousworldwide and written about in the Autobiography Of A Yogi.

8] do not know how to spell thisname. Thisisaphonetic spelling.

©\Worshipper of Lord Vishnu.

oAvatar of Vishnue, theided of Vaishnavas, expounder of The Song Celestial.

2Peace

2Pjay of theDivine.

Z\Waving of lightsbefore detiesor saintsand sannyasins.

# | iterdly, whedl, power centersof the astral body |ocated along the spineand in the head.

% Power at the base of the spinein theform of acoiled serpent.

»Those devoted to God, devotees.

ZA devoted practitioner of spiritual discipline, aseriousspiritual seeker.

2|t wasan impression, not sensory perception, ot left aquestioninmy mind whether Babgji isactualy
tall in gatureinthedream.

»Thecreative power of God that manifestsasall creation.

»| |earned later thisisthelocation of the private rooms of Satya Sai Baba.

31| want to acknowledge Ramdas and Krishnabal Haldipur for providing theselodgingsfree of chargeto
us.

2/ seat or mat, placed flat on thefloor, especially doing meditation; also, apostureor positionin hatha
yoga

®Thedark Goddess, one of manifestations of the Divine Mother, also known asParvati, Durga, or
Shakti.

¥By K. K. Goenka

®The Sanskritform

»Fellowship amongst devotees of God or with asaint; agathering of devotees or meetingwith asaint.
Play-matesof Krishna,
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#The selection of the spot for the construction of Anandashram hasindeed adeep significance. Without
knowing the antecedents of the place, Ramdaswas prompted to chooseit intuitively. Helater
discovered that the place, whichisknown asManjapati, was at onetime covered with athick forest
and that sadhusand sannyasisweredoing tapasayainit. It wasalso said that the hill issacred because
inolden daystherewasonit atempleand atank, faint tracesof which arestill to be seen. Tradition has
it too, that Hanuman, (Hindu deity), when hewasreturning to Lanka, carrying the hill of Dronachala,
dropped aportion of it at thisspot, and that portion formsthe present hill. In The Vision Of God, Vol .1
hasareferenceto Manjapati Hill. P. 223.



